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MISCELLANIES in VERSE. 


To Dr. Delanv, on the Libels written 
againft him. 

- Tanti tibi 7 ion fit opaci 

Omnis arena Tagi, 


Written in the year 1729. 


A S fome raw youth in country bred, 
•*- To arms by rhirft of honour led. 
When at a fkirmiih firft he hears 
The bullets whiffling round his ears. 
Will duck his head afide, will ftart, 
And feel a trembling at his heart; 
r I ill Tcaping oft without a wound 
Leflens the terror of the found ; 

Fly bullets now as thick as hops, 

He run? into a cannon’s chops : 

An author thus who pants for fame, 
Begins the world with fear and fhame : 
Vol. VIII. A 
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2 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

When hr ft in print you fee him dread 
Each pop-gun levell’d at his head : 

The lead yon critic’s quill contains. 

Is deftin’d to beat out his brains. 

As if he heard loud thunders roll. 

Cries, Lord, have mercy on his foul • 
Concluding, that another fliot 
Will ftrike him dead upon the Ipot. 

But when with fquibbing, flafliing, popping, 
He cannot fee one creature dropping*, 

That, miffing fire, or miffing aim. 

His life is fafe, I mean his fame ; 

The danger paft, takes heart of grace, 

Arid looks a critic in the face. 

Though fplendor gives the faireft mark 
To poifon’d arrows from the dark. 

Yet. in yourfelf when fmooth and round , 
They glance afide without a wound. 

’Tis faid, the gods tiy’d all their art; 

How Pain they might from Pleafure part; 
But little could their ftrength avail; 

Both ftill are faften’d by the tail. 

Thus Fame and Cenfure with a tether 
Ey fate are always link’d together. 

Why will you aim to be preferr’d 
In wit before the common herd ? 

And yet grow mortify’d and vex d 
To pay the penalty annex’d ? 
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MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 3 

Lie down obfcure like other folks 45 

JBdow the lafh of fnarlers jokes. 

Their faction is five hundred odds ; 

For ev’ry coxcomb lends them rods ; 

And fneers as learnedly as they ; 

Like females o’er their morning tea. 50 

You fay, the mufe will not contain, 

And write you mull, or break a vein. 

Then, if you find the terms too hard, 

No longer my advice regard : 

But raife your fancy on the wing ; 55 

The Irifh fenate’s praifes fing ; 

How jealous of the nation’s freedom, 

And for corruptions, how they weed ’em ; 

How each the public good purfues ; 

How far their hearts from private views ; 60 

Make all true patriots up to £hoe-boys 
Huzza their brethren at the Blue-boys * ; 

Thus grown a member of the club, 

No longer dread the rage of Grub. 

IIow oft am I for rhyme to feek ! 

To drcfs a thought, I toil a week : 

And then how thankful to the town, 

If all my pains will earn a crown ! 

Whilft ev’ry critic can devour 

My work and me in half an hour. 70 

Would men of genius ccafe to write. 

The rogues muft die for want and fpitc ; 

Muft die for want of food and raiment, 

If i'candal did not find them payment. 

IIow chcarfullv the hawkers cry 75 

A fatire, and the gentry buy ! 

While my hard-labour’d poem pines 
Unfold upon the printer’s lines. 

• The Irifh parliament fat at the Bluc-bovs hofpital, while the 
new parliament-in ul"e wa& building. 

A 2 A 








4 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

A genius in the rev’rend gown 
Mu ft ever keep its owner down ; 

? Tis an unnatural conjunction, 

And fpoils the credit of the function. 

Round all your brethren caft your eyes ; 

Point out the fureft men to rile; 

That club of candidates in black, 

The leaft deferving of the pack, 

Afpiring, factious, fierce, and loud. 

With grace and learning unendu d, 

Can turn their hands to ev’ry job, 

The ntteft tools to work for Bob * ; 9 ° 

Will fooner coin a thoufand lies, 

Then fuffer men of parts to rife ; 

They croud about preferment’s gate, 

And prefs you down with all theii weight. 

For, as of old mathematicians . . 95 

Were by the vulgar thought magicians ; 

So academic dule ale-drinkers 
Pronounce all men of wit freethinkers. 

Wit, as the chief of virtue’s friends, 

Difda^ns to ferve ignoble ends. 100 

Obferve what loads of ftupid rhymes 
Opprefs us in corrupted times : 

What pamphlets in a court’s defence 
Shew reafon, grammar, truth, or fenfe? 

For though the mufe delight in fiction, IO } 

She ne’er infpires againft conviction, 

Then keep your virtue ftill unmixt, 

And let no faCtion come betwixt: 

By party-fteps no grandeur climb at, 

Though it would make you England’s primate : I io 
Firft learn the fcience to be dull, 

You then may foon your conicience lull; 

If not, however feated high, 

Y r our genius in your face will fly. 


* Sir Robert Walpole, afterwards Earl of Orford. 
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MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

When Jove was from his teeming head 11 
0f wit’s fair goddefs brought to bed, 

There follow’d at his lying-in 
For afterbirth a Sooterkin ; 

Which, as the nurfe purfu’d to kill. 

Attain’d by flight the mufes hill; 

There in the foil began to root, 

And litter’d at ParnaiTiis foot. 

From hence the critic vermin fprung 
With harpy claws and pois’nous tongue, 

Who fatten on poetic icraps, 1 2 

Too cunning to be caught in traps. 

Dame Nature, as the learned fhow, 

Provides each animal its foe: 

Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devours yourgeefe, the wolf your flocks : 130 

Thus Envy pleads a nat’ral claim 
To perfecute the mules fame ; 

On poets in all times abufive, 

From Homer down to Pope inclufive. 

Yet what avails it to complain ? 

You try to take revenge in vain. 

A rat your utmoft rage defies. 

1 hat lafe behind the wainfcot lies : 

Say, did you ever know by fight 
In cheefe an individual mite? 

Shew me the fame numeric flea, 

That bit your neck but yefterday : 

You then may boldly go in quell: 

.To find the Grubftreet poet’s nefl; 

What fpunging-houfe in dread of jail 
Receives them, while they wait for bail; 

What alley they are neftled in, 

To flourifh o’er a cup of gin : 

Find the laft garret where the lay, 

Or cellar where they ftarve to-day. 

Siippofe you had them all trepann’d, 

With each a libel in his hand, 
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4 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

What piiniftiment would you inflict ? 

Or call ’em rogues, or get ’em kickt. 

Thefe they have often try’d before ; 

You but oblige ’em fo much more: 
Themfelves would be the firft to tell. 

To make their trafli the better fell. 

You have been libell’d-Let us know, 

What fool officious told you fo ? 

Will you regard the hawker’s cries. 

Who in his titles always lies ? 

Whate’er the noify• fcoundrcl fays. 

It might be fomething in your pi aife . 

And praife beftow’d on Grubftreet rhymes 
Would vex one more a thoufand times. 

Till critics blame, and judges praife, 

The poet cannot claim his bays. 

On me, when dunces are fatiric, 

I take it for a panegyric. 

Hated by fools, and fools to hate, 

Be that my motto, and my fate. 


101 10! 10110110110110110! 10110! 10! 10110110110110! 101101101 tOl 

On DREAMS. 

An Imitation of Petronius. 


Written in the year 1724. 
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Somnia qua mailes ludunt volit antibus umbris, See 













MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 7 

Jove never fends us downward from the Ikies; 
Korean they from infernal maniions rife; 

But are all mere productions of the brain, 5 

And fools conlult interpreters in vain. 

For, when in bed we reft our weary limbs, 

The mind unburden’d fports in various whims; 

The bufy head with mimic arts runs o’er 

The feenes and actions of the day before. i« 

The drowfy tyrant, by his minions led. 

To regal rage devotes fome patriot’s head. 

With equal terrors, not with equal guilt, 

The murd’rer dreams of all the blood he fpilt. 

The foldier fmiling hears the widow’s cries. 15 
And ftabs the fon before the mother’s eyes. 

With like remo.fe his b: other of the trade, 

The butcher, fells the lamb beneath his blade. 

The ftatefman rakes the town to find a plot. 

And dreams of forfeitures by treafon got. 20 

Nor lefs Tom t-dman, of true ftatefman mold, 

Collects the city-filth in fearch of gold. 

Orphans around his bed the lawyer fees, 

And takes the plaintiff’s and defendant’s fees. 

His fellow pick-purle, watching for a job, 25 
Fancies his fingers in the cully's fob. 

The kind phyfician grants the hulband’s pray’rs, 
Or gives relief to long-expe<fting heirs. 

The fleeping hangman ties the fatal noofe, 

Nor unfuccefsful waits for dead mens ihoes. 30 

The grave divine with knotty points perplext. 

As if he was awake, nods o'er his text : 

While the fly mountebank attends his trade, 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 

The hireling fenator of modern days 35 

Bedaubs the guilty great with neafeous praife : 

And 





And Dick the fcavenger with equal grace 
Flirts from his cart the mud in W— 1 —le’s face. 
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To Stella, vifititig me in my ficknefs, 
Odober 1727 . 


> ALLAS, obferving Stella’s wit, 

Was more than for her fex was fit. 
And that her beauty, foon or late. 

Might breed confufion in the ftate, 

In high concern for humankind, 

Fix’d honour in her infant mind. 

But, (not in wranglings to engage 
With fuch a ftupid vitious age), 

If honour 1 would here define, 

It anfwers faith in things divine. 

As nat’ral life the body warms, 

And, fcholars teach, the foul informs ; 

So honour animates the whole, 

And is the fpirit of the foul. 

Thofe num’rous virtues which the tribe 
Of tedious moralilts defcribe. 

And by fuch various titles call, 

True honour comprehends them all. 

Let melancholy rule fupreme, 

Choler prefide, or blood, or phlegm, 

It makes no difference in the cafe, 

Nor is complexion honour’s place, 

But, left we fhould for honour take 
The drunken quarrels of a rake ; 

Or think it feated in a fear, 

Or on a proud triumphal car. 

Or in the payment of a debt 
We lofe with fharpers at Picquet; 
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MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

Or when a whore in her vocation 
Keeps punctual to an ailignation ; 

Or that on which his Lordihip fwears. 
When vulgar knaves would lofe their ears ; 
Let Stella’s fair examples preach 
A lefion die alone can teach. 

In points of honour to be try’d. 

All paflions muit be laid alide : 

Aik no advice, but think alone; 

Suppofe the queftion not your own : 

How ihall I aCt ? is not the cafe ; 

But how would Brutus in my place ? 

In fuch a caufe would Cato bleed ? 

And how would Socrates proceed ? 

Drive all objections from your mind, 

Elfe you relapfe to humankind ; 

Ambition, avarice, and luft, 

And factious rage, and breach of truft, 

And flatt’ry tipt with naufeous deer. 

And guilty ftiame, and fervilc fear. 

Envy, and cruelty, and pride. 

Will in your tainted heart prefide. 

Heroes aud heroines of old 
By honour only were inroll’d 
Among their brethren in the ikies, 

To which (though late) ihall Stella rife. 

Ten thoufand oaths upon record 
Are not fo facred as her word : 

The world ihall in its atoms end, 

Ere Stella can deceive a friend. 

By honour feated in her breaft 
She Bill determines what is bdt: 

What indignation in her mind 
Again!! inilavers of mankind ! 

Bale kings, and minifters of ltate, 

Eternal objeCts of her hate. 

Mie thinks chat nature ne’er defign’d 
Courage to man alone confin’d : 

Vol.VIII. B 
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MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

Can cowardice her fex adorn. 

Which moll expofes ours to fcorn ? 

She wonders where the charm appears 
In Florimel’s aftecled fears ; 7 ® 

For Stella never learn’d the art 
At proper times to fcream and dart; 

Nor calls up all the houf'e at night, 

And fwears Ihe faw a thing in white. 

Doll never flies to cut her lace, 75 

Or throw cold water in her face, 

Becaufe Ihe heard a fudden drum, 

Or found an earwig in a plum. 

Her hearers are amaz’d from whence 
Proceeds that fund of wit and fenfe; 8 ® 

Which, though her modefty would fliroud, 

Breaks like the fun behind a cloud ; 

While gracefulnefs its art conceals, 

And yet through ev’ry motion fteals. 

Say, Stella, was Prometheus blind, ^ 85 

And, forming you, miftook your kind ? 

No, ’twas for you alone he hole 
The Are that forms a manly foul ; 

Then, to complete it every way. 

He moulded it with female clay : 9 ® 

To that you owe the nobler flame, 

To this the beauty of your frame. 

How would ingratitude delight. 

And how would Cenfure glut her fpight, 

If I flioukl Stella’s kindnefs hide 95 

In filence, or forget with pride ? 

When on my fickly couch I lay, 

Impatient both of night and day. 

Lamenting in unmanly ftrains, 

Call’d ev’ry pow’r to eafe my pains; 

Then Stella ran to my relief 
With chearful face, and inward grief; 

And, though by heav’n’s fevere decree 
She fuffers hourly more than me. 


No 








MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

No cruel mafter could require 
From Haves employ’d for daily hire, 
What Stella, by her friendfliip warm’d. 
With vigour and delight perform’d : 

My finking fpirits now fupplies 
With cordials in her hands and eyes; 
Now with a foft and lilent tread 
Unheard fhe moves about inybed. 

I fee her tafie each naufeous draught. 
And fo obligingly am caught: 

I blefs the hand from whence they came. 
Nor dare diftort my face for fhame. 

Bell: pattern of true friends, beware: 
You pay too dearly for your care, 

If, while your tendernefs fecures 
My life, it mull endanger yours ; 

For fuch a fool was never found, 

Who pull’d a palace to the ground, 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials for an houfe decay’d. 
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MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 




VERSUS on the Death of Dr. SWIFT, oc- 
cafioned by reading the following Maxim 
in RociiefoucAULT. 

Dans /’ odvcrfite dc nos mellieurs amis nous trcuvons 
to: jours quclquc choje , qui ne nous deplaijl pas. 

In the adverfity of our beft friends, we always find 
lbmething that doth not difpleafe us. 

Written in Nov. 1731. 

A S Rochefoucault his maxims drew 
From nature, I believe them true: 

They argue no corrupted mind 
In him ; the fault is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the reft 5 

Is thought too bale for human breaft: 

“ In all diftrefles of our friends 
“ We firft confult our private ends ; 

“ While nature, kindly bent to eafe us, 

“ Points out fome circumftance to pleafe us.” 10 

If this perhaps your patience move, 

Let reafon and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equal rais’d above our fize. 

Who would not at a crouded Ihow 15 

Stand high himfelf, keep Others low ? 

I love 
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MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

I love my friend ns well as you : 

But why iliould he obdruct my view ? 
Then let me have the higher pod ; 
Suppole it but an inch at mod. 

If in a battle you iliould find 
One, whom you love of all mankind, 
Had fomc he-oic a<ftion dom, 

A champion kill’d, or trophy won ; 
Rather than thus be overtop:. 

Would you not with his laurels cropt? 
Dear honed Ned is in the gout, 

Ides rack'd with pain, and you without: 
How patiently you hear him groan ! 

How glad, the cafe is not your own ! 

What poet would not grieve to fee 
His brother write as well as he ? 

But, rather than they fhould excel, 
Would wilh his rivals all in hell ? 

Her end when Emulation miffes. 

She turns to envy, dings, and hides : 

The dronged friend (hip yields to pride, 
Unlefs the odds be on our fide. 

Vain human-kind ! fantadic race! 

Thy various follies who can trace? 
Self-love, ambition, envy, pride, 

Their empire in our hearts divide. 

Give others riches, power, and dation ; 
Tis all on me an ufurpation. 

I have no title to afpirc; 

Yet, when you link, I feem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line, 

But with a figh 1 wilh it mine: 

When he can in one couplet fix 
More fenfc than I can do in lix; 

It gives me fuch a jealous fit, 

I cry, Pox take him and his wit. 
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I grieve 






, 4 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

I grieve to be outdone by Gay- 
In my own hum’rous biting way. 

At buthnot is no more my friend, 

Who dares to irony pretend, 

Which I was born to introduce^ 

Relin’d it firft, and lhew’d its ufe. 

St. John *, as well as Pultney t. knows 
That I had Tome repute for profe; 

And, till they drove me out of date, 

Could maul a mini fter of ftate. 

If they have mortify’d my pride. 

And made me throw my pen afide ; 

If with fuch talents heav’n hath blefs’d ’em 
Have I not reafon to deteft ’em ? 

To all my foes, dear fortune, fend 
Thy gifts, but never to my friend : 

I tamely can endure the ftrft ; 

Rut this with envy makes me burft. 

Thus much may ferve by way of proem 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 

The time is not remote, when I 
Muft by the courfe of nature die ; 

When, I forefee, my fpecial friends 
Will try to find their private ends : 

And, though ’tis hardly underftood. 
Which way my death can do them good, 
Yet thus, methinks, I bear them (peak; 
See, how the Dean begins to break ! 

Poor gentlemen ! he droops apace ! 

You plainly find it in his face. 

That old vertigo in his head 
Will never leave him, till lie’s dead. 


* Lord Vifcount Bolinebrokc. 

*f- William Puliney, E qj now Earl of B. th. 












MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

Befides, liis memory decays : 

He recolle&s not what he fays ; 

He cannot call his friends to mind; 
Forgets the place where lall he din’d ; 
Plies you with ftories o’er and o’er ; 

He told them fifty times before. 

How does he fancy, we can lit 
To hear his out-of-fafhion wit? 

But he takes up with younger folks, 

Who for his wine will bear his jokes, 
faith he mull make his ifories fhorter, 
Or change his comrades once a-quartcr: 
In half the time he talks them round : 
There muft another fet be found. 

For poetry, he’s paft his prime ; 

He takes an hour to find a rhyme : 

His lire is out, his wit decay’d. 

His fancy funk, his mule a jade. 

I d have him throw away his pen;- 

But there’s no talking to fome men. 

-And then their tendernefs appears 
By adding largely to my years : 

He s older than lie would be reckon’d, 
And well remembers Charles the Second. 
He hardly drinks a pint of wine ; 

A nd that, I doubt, is no good lign. 

FI is llomach too begins to fail: 

Laft year we thought him Rrong and hale; 
But now he’s quite another thing: 

I wilh he may hold out till fpring. 

Fhey hug themfelvcs, and reafon thus ; 

It is not yet fo bad with us. 

In ftich a cafe they talk in tropes. 

And by their fears exprefs their hopes. 
Some great misfortune to portend. 

No enemy can match a friend. 
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16 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

With all the kindnefs they profefs, 

The merit of a lucky guefs 
(When daily how-d’ye’s come of courle, 
And fervants anfwer, “ Work and work . 
Would pleak them better, than to tell. 
That, God be prais’d ! the Dean is well. 
Then he who prophefy’d the beft, 

Approves his forefight to the reft : 

“ You know I always fear’d the wor.t, 

“ And often told you fo at fir ft ’’ 

He’d rather chufe that I fhould die, 

Than his prediction prove a lie. 

Lot one foretells I fhall recover; 

But all agree to give me over. 

Yet, fhould fome neighbour feel a pain 
Juft in the parts where I complain; 

How many a meflage would he fend ? 

What hearty prayers, that I fhould mend . 
Inquire what regimen I kept; 

What gave me eak, and how I flept r 
And more lament when I was dead. 

Than all the fniv’lers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear ; 

For though you may miftake a year, 
Though your prognofbcs run too faff, 
They muft be verify’d at laft. 

Behold the fatal day arrive ! 

How is the Dean ? he’s juft alive. 

Now the departing pray’r is read; 

He hardly breathes-ihe Dean is dead. 

Before the paffing-beli begun, 

The news through half the town is run. 
On ! may we all for death prepare ! 

What has he left ? and who’s his heir ? 
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MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. I? 

I know no more than what the news is; icr 

'Tis all bequeath’d to public ufes. * 

To public ufes ! there’s a whim ! 

hat had the public done for him ? 

Mere envy, avarice, and pride: 

He gave it all-but ffrlt he dy’d. ifo 

And had the Dean in all the nation 
No worthy friend, no poor relation ? 

So rei *dy to do ftrangers good, 
forgetting his own flefh and blood ? 


Now Grubftreet wits are all employ’d; 
A\ ith elegies the town is cloy’d: 

Some paragraph in ev’ry paper 

To curfe the Dean, or blefs the Drapicr *. 

The doctors, tender of their fame, 

^ ifely on me to lay the blame. 

We mult contefs his cafe was nice; 

But he would never take advice. 

Had he been rul’d, for ought appears, 

He might have liv’d thefe twenty years : 
For when we open’d him, we found, 

That all his vital parts w'ere found. 

From Dublin foon to London fpread, 
fis told at court the Dean is dead J. 

And Lady Suffolk f in the fpleen 
Runs Laughing up to tell *** 
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The author imagine*, that the fcribblers of the prevailing pa r - 
ty, which he always opp. fed, will libel him afrer his death : but 
*. * ° rhcrs ' v »ll remember him with gratitude, who conlider the fer- 
via: he had done to Ireland, under the name of M. B. Drapicr bv 
utterly debating the definitive projeft of Wood’s halfpence; in five 
let-ers to the people of Ireland, at that time read umverfally, aud 
convincing every reader. 3 

4 i he b :.m lupoofed himfi/lf to die in Ireland, where he was born. 

t Mr;. If-ward, tlenC'ounteftof SairoUc, and of the bedchamber 
J? the late Que n, profefTrd much friend-hip tor the Dean. The 
Qa-.ee, tnen Pnnce s, fent a down tim=s to the Dean, then in Lon¬ 
don, aHh her commands to attend her : which at laft he did, by ad- 
vice ot all his friends. She often fent for him alterwards, and al- 

Vol. Vili. C 

v wavr 
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The *** fo gracious, mild, and good, 

Cries, “ Is he gone ! ’tis time he ihould. 
c< He’s dead, you fay, *** rot ; 

“ I’m glad the medals were forgot ±. 

“ I promis’d him, I own ; but when i 185 

li I only was the *** then ; 
fs But now as confort of the *** 

“ You know ’tis q^ite a diff’rent thing.’* 

Now Chartres *, at Sir Robert’s f levee, 

Tells with a Ineer the tidings heavy: * 9 * 

Why. if he dy’d without his {hoes, 

(Cries Bob), I’m forry for the news : 

Oh, were the wretch but living frill, 

And in his place mv good friend Will + ! 

Or had a mitre on his head, 1 95 

Provided Bolingbroke were dead \\ ! 

Now 


wavs treated him very graciou.lv. He taxed her with a orefent worth 
ten pounds, which flu promifed before he fhould return to Ireland; 
but O ’ his taking leave the medals were n >t r ady. Dub edit, 

^ T"ne medals weie to be lent to the Dean in four months. 


* C l. Francis Chartres, though originally poflefT-d of only a fmall 
paternal eftate, amaflld a prodigious fortune, both in England and 
Scotland. He had a way of iofinuating hirafelf into all minifh rs un¬ 
der every change, either as pimp, flatterer, or informer. He was 
tried at leventy for a rape, and came off by facrificing a great part of 

his r ortune. Dub. edit. -See his character by Dr. Arbuthnot and 

Mr. Pope, vol. 7. p. 333. 

+ Sir Robert Walpole, then firft minifter of flate, afterwards Earl 
ofOrford. He treated the Dean, in 1726, with great diflin&ion; 
i-v.ted him to dinner at Chelfea, with the Dean’s friends, choien on 
purp'fe; appoin ed an hour to talk with him of Ireland, to which 
kingdom and people the Dean found him no g'eat friend ; for he de¬ 
fended Wood’s project of halfpence, See. for which t e Dean would 
fee him no more : and upon his next year's return ro England, Sir 
Robert, on an accidental meeting, made him a civil compliment 5 but 
the Dean never made him another vitit. Dub. edit. 

X William Pukney, Efq ; flnee Earl of Bath. From being Sir Ro¬ 
bert’s intimate friend, de.elting his adminftration, he oppufed his 
imafures, and joined with Lord Bolingb’oke to reprefent his con¬ 
duct, in an excellent paper, called the Crajtfman , which is ftiil con¬ 


tinued. Dub. edit. 

|| Henry St. John, Lord Vifcount Bolingbroke, Secretary of State 
to Queen Anne, ot bit fled memory. He was reckoned the moft 
univerfal genius in Europe. Walpole dreading his abilities, treated 

him 








19 


MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

Now Curll * his lliop from rubbifh drains: 

1 hree genuine tomes of Swift’s remains! 

And then, to make them pafs the glibber, 

Revis’d by Tibbalds, More, and Cibber j, 200 
He’ll treat me as he does my betters, 

Publifh my will, my life, my letters f ; 

Revive the libels born to die; 

Which Pope muft bear, as well as I. 

Here (hi ft the fcene to reprefent 20 ^ 

IIow thole I love my death lament. 

Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Cay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 

St John himfelf will fcarce forbear 
1 o bite his pen, and drop a tear. 21© 

r I lie reft will give a fhrug, and cry, 

** I'm forry-but we all muft die !” 

Indiff’rence clad in wifdom’s guife 
All fortitude of mind fuppiies: 


him mnft in'urioufly, working with King Georg? T. who forgot his 
prcmifc of reftoriug the laid L ;rd, upon the reitlcfs importunity of 
Walpole. Dub. edit. 

* Cun! lia’h been the mol infamous bookfellcr of any age or 
country. His charter in part may be found in Mr Pope’s Dunciad. 
H • publishedI t.ure volumes all charged on the Dean, who never wrote 
three pages of them. He h tli ufVd many of the Dean s friends in 
aim ft as vie a manner. Dub. edit . 

t Thr ’ c <lu p ,d verfe writers in L-ndon. The laft, to the fhamc 
o the cou. r , md the higheft d.lgrace to wit and learning, was made 
Laureat. Moore, comm nly call.J Jemir.y Moure, fon of Arthur 
Moo e, wh l : father w^s jai.or of Vooagban in Ireland. See the 
charter of Jemmy Moore and Tibbalds [Theobald] in the Dun¬ 
ciad. Dub. cait. 

■f Curll was notorioufty infamous for publiftuog the lives, letters, . 
and U'f wills and ’eftaments of the nobility and minifters of ftatr, a 
veil as of all the rogues who were hangei a: Tyburn. He was in 
cuftody of the houfe of Lords, tor puolithing or forging the letters 
of minyp crsj which made the Lords enter a refolution in their 
journal b . ok, that no life or writings of any L rd fhould b'.* publiftrej 
y::h< ut the cor.fcnt of the next heir at law, cr licence from their 
houie. Dub. edit. 

C 2 
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For how can ftony bowels melt 215 

In thofe who never pity felt ? 

When we are lafli’d, they kifs the rod, 

Reiigning to the will of God. 

The fools, my juniors by a year, 

Are tortur’d with fufpenfe and fear ; 2 20 

Who wifely thought my age a fcreen, 

When death approach’d, to ftand between: 

The fcreen remov’d, their hearts are trembling; 
They mourn for me without diiTembling. 

* 

My female friends, whofe tender hearts 225 
Have better learn’d to acl their parts, 

Receive the news in doleful dumps : 

“ The Dean is dead, (pray what is trumps ?) 

“ Then Lord have mercy on his foul! 

“ (Ladies, I’ll venture for the vole.) 230 

il Six deans, they fay, muft bear the pall. 

“ (1 wifli I knew what king to call.) 

<c Madam, your hufoand will attend 
“ The fun’ral of fo good a friend: 

“ No, Madam, ’tis a Blocking fight ; 235 

“ And he’s engag’d to-morrow night; 

“ My Lady Club will take it ill, 

“ If he fliould fail her at Quadrille. 

“ He lov’d the Dean,-(I lead a heart), 

€t But deareft friend*, they fay, muft part. 240 
“ His time was come; he ran his race; 

“ We hope he’s in a better place.” 

Why do we grieve that friends fliould die r 
No lofs more eafv to fupply. 

One year is palt; a diff’rent feene! 245 

No farther mention of the Dean, 

Who now, alas ! is no more mift. 

Than if he never did exift. 

Where’s now the fav’rite of Apollo ? 

Departed :-and his works muft follow, -23© 

j Muft 











MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

Mu ft undergo the common fate ; 

His kind of wit is out of date. 


Some country* ’fquire to Lintot || goes, 
Inquires for Swift in verie and profe. 

Says Lintot, “ 1 have heard the name; 

“ He dy\[ a year ago.” The fame. 

He fearches all the ihop in vain. 

“ Sir, you may find them in Duke-lane*: 
“ I fent them with a load of books, 

“ Laft Monday to the paftry-cook’s 
c ‘ To fancy they could live a year ! 

“ I find you’re but a ftranger here. 

“ The Dean was famous in his time, 

“ And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 

“ His way of writing now is paft : 

“ The town has got a better tafte. 

“ I keep no antiquated fluff; 

But ipick and fipan I have enough. 

* 4 Bray, do but give me leave to fhew ’em : 

Here’s Colley Cibber’s birthday-poem. 

‘‘ This ode you never yet have icen 
4< By Stephen Duck upon the Queen. 

<* rhen here’s a letter finely penn’d 
‘ Again ft the Craftfman and his friend : 

“ It clearly (hews that all reflection 
“ On minifters is difaffedlion. 

“ Next, here’s Sir Robert’s vindication, f. 

“ And Mr. Henley’s t laft oration. 

“ The hawkers have not got them yet: 

“ Your Honour pleafe to have a fet ?” 
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“ Here’s 


I! Pfrrsri T.’rror, a bonfcf.Her. Sec P*p-', Du-ciad tndletcrs. 

a p a... !n Lond .0 where old books . u fold, 
t Walpole h,,l c f.t ol partjr-ftribWen, who did nothing elfc but 
" r,rt in 'U s i.c.cnce. Dub. toit, 

l Jd- nlcy is a cl r.yman, who wanting bo h merit and luck to 
pre -rrr-nq or even to keep his curacy in <he dhb i/hed church, 
* 04 ® td . new coDvcuticIe, which t oils 4 .. *rn,rj. Thcie, at fet 

tiuus, 
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“ Here’s Woolfton’s || crafts, the twelfth edition; 

“ ’T is read by ev’ry politician : 

i( The country-members when in town, 

“ To all their boroughs fend them down ; 

“ You never met a thing fo fmart; 2d5 

“ The courtiers have them all by heart: 

<c ihofe maids of honour who can read, 

“ Are taught to ule them for their creed, 

“ i he Rev’rend author’s good intention 
“ Hath been rewarded with a penlion : 29* 

<c He doth an honour to his gown, 

“ By bravely running prieftcraft down : 

“ He fliews as lure as God’s in Gloc’iter, 

“ That- was a grand impoftor ; 

“ 'lhat all his miracles were cheats, 295 

“ Perform’d as jugglers do their feats : 

The church had never fuch a writer : 

A fhame he hath nor got a mitre, 

Suppofe me dead ; and then fuppofe 
A club aflembled at the Piofe. 

Where, from difcourfe of this and that, 

I grow the fubjeft of their chat. 

And while they tofs my name about, 

With favour fome, and fome without; 

My character impartial draws. 

times, he delivered Grange f eeches, compiled by himfelf and his 
aflociates, who fhare the ^profit with him. Every hearer payeth a 
Ihilling each day tor admittance. He is an abfolutc dunce, but ge¬ 
nerally leputed cr. zy. Dub . edit .-He is commonly called Orator 

Henley, whole rhapfudies burkfque religion, and difgrace his 
country. 

|| Woolftot was a clergyman ; bin, for want of bread, did in feveral 
treatises, in the mod blalphemous minner, attempt to turn our Se- 
viour and his miracles into ridicule. Me was much caretfed by many 
couriers, and by all the infid-ls; and his back: were read generally 
by the court ladies, Du}, edit. 









miscellanies in verse. 

The Dean, if we believe report, 

Was never ill receiv’d at court 
Although ironically grave, 

He fham’d the fool, and lafh'd the knave: 
To Real a hint was never known. 

But what he writ was all his own! 

“ Sir, I have heard another Rory; 

“ He was a moft confounded Tory. 

“ And grew, or he is much bely’d, 

“ Extremely dull, before he dy’d.” 

Can we the Drapier then forget ? 

Is not our nation in his debt ? 

Twas he that writ the Drapier s letter;! 

He fhould have left them for his betters 
€( We had a hundred abler men, 

“ Nor need depend upon his pen - 
“ Say what you will about his reading, 

'* You ^ver can defend his breeding \ 

Who in his Jatires , running riot, 

Could never leave the world in quiet • 

“ Attacking, when he took the whim, ’ 

“ Cwrty city, camp ,--all one to him. 

. *1 J? ut wh 7 would he, except hc/lcbber'd, 
c Offend our patriot, great Sir Robert 
Whofe counfels aid the fov’reign powV 
“ To fave the nation ev’ry hour ? 
ic \\ hat feenes of evil he unravels 
In fatircs, libels , lying travels ! 

“ Not fparing his own clergy-doth, 

“ But eats into it, like a moth ! -- 

Perhaps I may allow, the Dean 
Had too much fatire in his vein, 

And feem’d determin’d not to Rarve it, 
Becaufc no age could more deferve it. 
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Yet malice never was his aim ; 

He lalh’d the vice, but fpar’d the name. 
No individual could refent, 

Where thoufands equally were meant: 

His fatire points at no defert, 

But what all mortals may correct; 

For he abhorr’d that fenfelefs tribe 
Who call it humour when they gibe ; 

He fpar’d a hump or crooked nofe, 

Whofe owners fet not up for beaux. 

True genuine dulnefs mov’d his pity, 
Unlcls it offered to be witty. 

Thofe who their ignorance confcft, 

He ne’er offended with a jeft ; 

But laugh’d to hear an idiot quote 
A verfe from Horace learn’d by rote. 
Vice, if it e’er can be abadi'd, 

Mult be or ridicul'd or lajtid. 

If vou refent it, who’s to blame ? 

He neither knew nor your name. 
Should vice expert to ’fcape rebuke, 
Becaufe its owner is a duke ? 

His frienddiips, ftill to few confin’d. 
Were always of the middling kind ; 

No fools of rank or mongrel breed, 

Who fain would pafs for lords indeed. 
Where titles give no right or pow’r. 

And peerage is a wither’d flower, 

He would have deem’d it a difgrace, 

If fuch a wretch had known his face. 

On rural fquires, that kingdom’s bane, 
He vented oft his wrath in vain : 

__b quires to market brought; 

Who fell their fouls and-for nought; 

The-go joyful back, 

To-the church, their tenants rack. 

Go fnacks with ***** 

And keep the peace, to pick up fees; 
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In every job to have a fhare, 

A jail or t—np—e to repair ; 

And turn the-for public roads 

Commodious to their own abodes. 


He never thought an honour done him, 
Becaufe a peer was proud to own him ; 
Would rather flip alkie, and chufe 
To talk with wits in dirty Ihoes; 

And fcorn the tools with flars and garters. 
So often feen carefling Chartres. 

He never courted men in Ration, 

A?r perfons held in admiration. 

Of no man’s greatnefs was afraid, 

Becaufe he fought for no man’s aid. 
Though trufted long in great affairs. 

He gave himfelf no haughty airs : 

Without regarding private ends, 

Spent all his credit for his friends : 

And only chofe the wife and good ; 

No flatt’rers ; no allies in blood ; 

But fuccour’d virtue in diftrefs, 

And feldom fail’d of good fuccefs ; 

As numbers in their hearts muftown, 
Who, but for him, had been unknown. 
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He kept with princes due decorum ; 
Yet never flood in awe before ’em. 

He follow’d David’s lefibn jufl 
In princes never put his truft: 

And, would you make him truly four. 
Provoke him with a flave in power. 

The I— fh f-te if you nam’d. 

With what impatience he declaim’d! 
Fair Liberty was all his cry; 

For her he flood prepar’d to die; 

For her he boldly flood alone ; 

For her he oft expos’d his own. 

VoL.vm. d 


Two 
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Two kingdoms juft as faction led. 4 1 5 

Had fet a price upon his head ; 

But not a traitor could be found, 

To fell him for lxx hundred pound. 

Had he blit fpar’d his tongue and pen, 

He might have rofe like other men : 

But power was never in his thought, 

And wealth he valu’d not a groat : 

Ingratitude he often found, 

And picy’d thole who meant the wound : 

But kept the tenor of his mind, 4 2 5 

To merit well of humankind : 

Nor made a facrifice of thofe 

Who ftill were true, to pleafe his foes. 

He labour'd many a fruitlefs hour f, 

To reconcile his friends in power ; 43 ° 

Saw mifehief by a faction brewing, 

While they purfu’d each other’s ruin. 

But, finding vain was all his care, 

He left the court in mere defpair. 


* In the y ar 17T3, the late Queen was prevailed with by an ad- 
drtfs from the houfe of Lords in England, to pubhfh a proclamation 
premifing three hundred pounds to dilcover the author ot a pamphlet, 
called, The puLiic {pint cf the IVi 'igt: and in Ireland, ft in the year I7 2 4» 
ih- Lord Carterei, at his firfl coming into the government, was pre¬ 
vailed on to ifl'ue a proclamation, promifing the like reward ot three 
hundred pounds to any perfon who could difeover the 211'hor of a 
j mphlet, calcd, 9 he Dropier' s fourth fitter. Sc c. writ againft that 
dcflruCtive projedl of coining halfpence for Ireland. Bu in neither 

kingdom was the Dean eiftovered. J)vb. edit. -S^e vol. ii. and 

vol. iii. 

•f- Queen Anne’s miniftry fell to variance from the full year after 
their minittry begah. Harcouit the Chancellor, and Li ra Boiine- 
broke the Secret, .ry, were dif. on tented with the Trealurer Oxford, tor 
his too much miidn fs to’he Whig party. This quarrel gicw h’ghcr 
every day unt 1 the Queen’s death. The Dean, who w as the only per¬ 
fon that endeavoured to reconcile thim, found itimpolkble : and there¬ 
upon r-tired to ihecountry about ten weeks betore that fatal event. 
Upon which he returned to his d.anry in Dubiin ; where, for many 
yiars, he was worried by the new people in power, and had hundreds 
of libels writ . ga aft him in England. Dub.tnU. - 


And, 
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And, oh ! how fhort are human Ichemes ! 
Here ended all our golden-dreams. 

What St. John’s lkiU in ftate-adairs, 

What Ormond’s valour , Oxford’s cares. 

To fave their finking country lent. 

Was all deftroy’d by one event. 

Too foon that precious life was ended f 
On which alone our weal depended. 

When up a dangerous faction darts j, 

W ith wrath and vengeance in their hearts ; 
By folemn league and covenant bound, 
lo ruin, daughter, and confound; 

To turn religion to a fable, 

And make the government a Babel : 

Pervert the laws, difgrace the gown, 

Corrupt the f-te, rob the c -: 

To facrifice old E-d's glory, 

And make her infamous in ftory. 

When fuch a temped lhook the land. 

How could unguarded virtue ftand ? 
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With horror, grief, defpair, the Dean 
Beheld the dire deftructive lcene : 

His friends in exile, or the tower, 

Himfelf within the frown of power * ; 
Purfu’d by bafe invenom’d pens, 

Far to the land of S-and fensf ; 

A fervile race in folly nurs’d, 

Who truckle mod, when treated word. 


455 




f In the height of the quarrel between the minift 
dird. Dub . edit. 


i*, the Q^cen 


| Upon Queen Anne’s death, the Whi 2 fjflion war r; Pored to 
power whtch they eatreifed with the utm. ft rage and revenue • im - 
peached and bi.iilhed the chief leaders of the churrh. pan** ard 
Gripped all their adherent of what employments they had. Arc 
Dub. edit. 


* Upon the Queen’s d-nh, the Dean returned to live in Duhin 
the deanry houfe. Numbcrlcfs libels were writ a 2 3j n rt him in 
England as a Jacobite ; he was incited in the flrcct. and .it night 
he as forced to be attenoed by his Ervants armrd. Dub. edit. 
f The land oi S— and fens s I.eland. Dub. edit. 
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By innocence and refolution, 

He bore continual perfecution ; 

While numbers to preferment rofe, 465 

Whofe merit were to be his foes. 

When cv n his own familiar friends , 

Intent upon their private ends, 

Like renegadoes now he feels, 

Jlgainjt him lifting up their heels . 470 

The Dean did, by his pen, defeat 
An infamous deftructive cheat %: 

Taught fool their int’reft how to know. 

And gave them arms to ward the blow. 

Envy hath own’d it was his doing, 475 

r \ o lave that haplefs land from ruin : 

While they who at the fteerage hood, 

And reap’d the profit, fought his blood. 

To fave them from their evil fate, 

In him was held a crime of hate. 480 

A wicked monfter on the bench *, 

Whofe fury blood could never quench ; 

As vile and profligate a villain, 

As modern Scroggs, or old Treffilian \ ; 

Who 

J One Wood, a hardwareman from England, had a patent for 
coining copper halfpence for Ireland, to the fuin ic 3 ,onc 1 . which in 
the confequence mu ft leave that kingdom without gold or filver. 
Dub. edit. —See the Drapier’s letters, in vol. 7. and 4. 

* One Whitfhed was then Chief Juftice. He bad fome years be¬ 
fore profecuted a printer for a pamphlet writ by the Dean, to per- 
fuad the people of Ireland to wear their own manufactures [vol. in. 
p. 209. | Wnitlh ed fent the jury dewn eleven times, and kt p: them 
nine hours, until they were forced to bring in a fpecial verdidt. He iat 
as judge afterwards on the trial of the primer of the Dr.*pier’s fourth 
letter, [vol. iii.] ; but the jury, anainft all he could lY.y, or fwcar 
threw out the bill. All the kingdom took the Drapier's parr, ex¬ 
cept the courtiers, or ihofe who expected places. The Drapierwas 
celebrated in many poems and pamphlets. His ftgn was fee up in 
molt of the rtreets of Dublin, (uhere many of them Hill continue), 
a.id in fevaral country towns. Dub. edit. 

f Scroggs was Chief Juft ice under King Charles II. His judg¬ 
ment 
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Who long all juftice had difcarded, 

Nor fear'd be God , nor man regarded ; 
Vow’d on the Dean his rage to vent, 

And make him of his zeal repent: 

But heav’n his innocence defends, 

Tiie grateful people ftand his friends ; 

Not ftrains of law, nor judges frown, 

Nor topics brought to pleafe the the c- 

Nor witnefs hir’d, nor jury pick’d. 

Prevail to bring him in convift. 


29 

485 


490 


In exile with a fteady heart f. 

He fpent his life’s declining part; 

Where folly, pride and faclion fway, 
Remote from St. John *, Pope, and Gay. 


“ Alas, poor Dean ! his only fcope 
“ Was to be held a mifimthrope. 500 

“ This into gen’ral odium drew him, 

Vr hich if he lik d, much good may's do him. 

( ‘ Ilis'zeal was not to lafh our crimes, 
tc But difeontent again ft the times : 

€t For had we made him timely offers coe 

<c To raife his pofi y or fill his c jfers, 
te Perhaps he might have truckled down, 

“ Like other brethren of his gown. 

“ For party he would fcarce have bled : 

“ I fay no more,-becaufe he's dead. - 510 

What writings has he left behind ?— 

I hear they’re of a different kind : 

A few in verfe ; but moll in profe- 

$i Some high-flown pamphlets , I fuppofe ?- 


menf always varied in ft.itc tri.il*, according to directions from court. 
Tr'flili.in was a wicked judge, hanged above three hundred years 4*0. 
Dub. edit. s 

t In Ireland, which he hid rrafon to cal! a place cf exile ; to 
which country nothing could have diivcn him, but the Queen’s 
death, who had determined to fi* him in Engi. nd, in fyite of the 
Duchrfi of Somerfet, Arc. Dub. edir. 

* Henry St. John, Lord Viicount Bolingbroke. Dik.edi'. 

All 





3 o MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

li All fcribbled in the worft of times, 515 

tc To palliate his friend Oxford’s crimes, 

“ To praife Queen Anne, nay more, defend her, 

“ As never fav’ring the pretender :- 

“ Or libels yet conceal’d from fight, 

“ Againft the court to fhew his fpight : 520 

* c Perhaps his travels, part the third ; 

€( A lie at ev’ry fecond word- 

(C Oftenlive to a loyal ear :- 

** But-not one fermon, you may fwear.— 

He knew an hundred pleafant dories, 525 

With all the turns of Whigs and Tories : 

Was chearful to his dying day, 

And friends would let him have his way. 

As for his works in verfc or prole, 

I own myfelf no judge of thole. 530 

Nor can I tell what critics thought ’em ; 

But this I know, all people bought ’em. 

As with a moral view deiign'd, 

To pleafe, and to reform mankind : 

And, if he often mifs’d his aim, 535 } 

The world mud own it to their ihame, C 

The praife is his, and theirs the blame. 3 

He gave the little wealth he had 
To build ahoufe for fools and mad ; 

To Ihew, by one fatiric touch, 540 

No nation wanted it lb much. 

That kingdom he hath left his debtor, 

I wilh it foon may have a better *, 

And, lince you dread no farther ladies, 

Methinks you may forgive his allies. 343 

* See vol. 7. 


To 
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To the Earl of Pf.t erborov, who com¬ 
manded the Britifli forces in Spain *. 


Written in the year 1706. 


TVyrOrdanto fills the trump of fame, 

^ TheChriftian world his deeds proclaim, 
And prints are crouded with his name. 


In journies he outrides the port. 

Sits up till midnight with his hoft, 
Talks politics, and gives the toad. 

Knows cv’ry prince in Europe’s face, 
Flies like a fquib from place to place, 
And travels not, but runs a race. 


s 


• This noble Lord had made a mod confiderable figure in his day. 
Hischaralter was amiable and uncommon. His life was a continued 
feries of variety. In his public and private conduct he dithered from 
moft men. He had vifited all climitcs, but had fluid in none. He 
was a citizen of •h'* world. He conquered and maintiin.d armies 
without money. H s albons and exprellions were peculiar to him- 
felf. He of a viva.ity fupenor to all fatigue, and his courage 
was beyond any conception of dagger. He verified, in many inftunccs, 
wh.itcvei has h<.en find of romantic heroes. He fi-ems to have been 
fixed only in is frienuttlips and moral principles. He had a rnoft true 
regard and attrition for Swift and Pope. The Dean has here dc- 
fcribrd him in a very particular manner, but fojuflly, that the four 
Jattftanzas will give a molt pcrlelt anJ complete idea of Lord Pitc*-- 
bjrrrw's perfou and mili ary virtue. Hi wit in the letter, vol. y. 
is eafy and unaffected. .At the time when he wrote that letter, he 
had hung up .hi* helm t and his buckler, and was retired ro his 
plough and his wheelbarrow, wearied of courts, and dilgufted with 
hate.men. Orrery, 


From 
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From Paris gazette A-la-main, 

This day arriv’d, without his train, 

Mordanto in a week from Spain. 

A mefienger comes all a-reek 
Mordanto at Madrid to feek; 

He left the town above a week. x 5 

Next day the poftboy winds his horn, 

And rides through Dover in the morn : 

Mordanto’s landed from Leghorn. 

Mordanto gallops on alone, 

The roads are with his folPwers ftrown, 20 

This breaks a girth, and that a bone : 

His body aftive as his mind, 

Returning found in limb and wind, 

Except fome leather loft behind. 

A fkeleton in outward figure, 25 

His meagre corpfe, though full of vigour, 

Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 

So wonderful his expedition. 

When you have not the leaft fufpicion, 

He’s with you like an apparition. 3 ° 

Shines in all climates like a ftar; 

In fenates bold, and fierce in war; 

A land-commander, and a tar. 

Heroic aftions early bred in, 

Ne’er to be match’d in modern reading, 3 

But by his name-fake Charles of Sweden. 


The 
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The Fas le of Midas. 


Written in the year 1712. 

“jVTklas, we are in Rory told, 

^ Turn’d ev’ry thing he touch’d to gold : 

He chip’d his bread ; the pieces round 
Glitter’d, like fpankles on the ground : 

A codling ere it went his lip in. 

Would l'trait become a golden pippin : 

* The Dean, though he did not much change the natural order 
of words was yet very exa£t in his verification. hut it m.iy he re¬ 
marked, t. at verfes of eight lyllables ate never harmonious, it* the 
accent be pi iced on the firli, and not repealed till the third or fourth. 
The fiift, fourth and eighth verfes are, among others, examples of 
this rule; which will be illultrated by changing the ftrufturc, fo at 
to remove the accent fiom the hrit fyliable to the fecond. it inflcad 

of, 

“ Glitter'd, like fpangles on the ground.’* 

the fourth verfe be read, 

“ Like fpangles glitter'd on the ground." 

the ear will eafily determine which (hould he preferred. It is howe - 
ever true, that when the accent is placed on the fiift fyliable, and 
and repeated at the fecond, the mcafurc is not only harmonious, but 
acquires a peculiar force. The eleventh verfe is of this kind, 

“ Untouch’d it pafs'd between his grindc-s." 

which would be greatly enfeebled, by changing it to 

«* It pafs’d untouch'd between his grinders.** 

though the cadence w uld ftill be poe.ical, as the firfl accent would 
fall on the fecond fyliable. 

Vo L. VIII. E He 
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He call’d for drink ; you faw him fup 
Potable gold in golden cup ; 

His empty paunch that he might fill, 

He fuck’d his victuals through a quill ; io 

Untouch’d it pafs’d between his grinders, 

Or’t had been happy for gold-finders : 

He cock’d his hat, you would have faid 
Mambrino’s helm adorn'd his head : 

Whene’er he chance’d his hands to lay 15 

On magazines of corn or hay, 

Gold ready coin’d appear’d, inftead 
Of paltry provender and bread ; 

Hence by wife farmers we are told, 

Old hay is equal to old gold ; 20 

And hence a critic deep maintains, 

We learn’d to weigh our gold by grains. 

This fool had got a lucky hit; 

And people fancy’d he had wit, 

Two gods their lid 11 in mufic try’d, 25 

And both chofe Midas to decide ; 

He againft Phoebus’harp decreed. 

And gave it for Pan’s oaten reed : 

The god of wit, to fhew his grudge, 

Clapt afies’ ears upon the judge ; 3a 

A goodly pair ereft and wide, 

Which he could neither gild nor hide. 

And now the virtue of his hands 
Was loft among Padtolus* lands, 

Againft whole torrent while he fwims, 35 

The golden ficurf peels off his limbs: 

Fame fpreads the news, and people travel 
From far to gather golden gravel ; 

Midas, expos’d to all their jeers, 

Had loft his art, and kept his,ears. '40 

This tale inclines the gentle reader 
To think upon a certain leader; 


To 
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To whom from Midas downdefcends 
That virtue in the linger ends. 

What elfe by perquisites are meant. 

By penfions, bribes, and three per cent , 
By places and commiflions fold, 

And turning dung itfelf to gold ? 

By ftarving in the midft of l'tore, 

As t’other Midas did before ? 

None e’er did modern Midas chufe 
Subject or patron of his mufe. 

But found him thus their merit fcan, 
That Phoebus muft give place to Pan : 
He values not the poet’s praife, 

Nor will exchange his plumbs * for bays. 
To Pan alone rich mifers call ; 

And there’s the jeft, for Pan is all. 
Here Englifli wits will be to feek. 
Howe’er, ’tis all one in the Greek. 

Belides, it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too has affes’ ears ; 

Where ev’ry fool his mouth applies, 

And whifpers in a thoufand lies; 
buch grofs delulions could not pafs 
Through any ears but of an afs. 

But gold defiles with frequent touch ; 
There’s nothing fouls the hand fo much : 
And fcholars give it for the caufe 
Of Britifh Midas’ dirty paws ; 

V liich while the fenate drove to fcour, 
They walh’d away the chvmic power. 

While he his utmoft firength apply'd. 

To fwim again ft the poplar tide, * 

Mhe golden fpoils flew oft’apace ; 

Here fell a pcniion, there a place 

* A cant-word for ico.oco I. 

E 2 


45 


5° 


55 


6o 


6J 


/ j 


The 




The torrent mercilefs imbibes 
Commiilions, perquifites, and bribes ; 

By their own weight funk to the bottom ; 

“ Much good may’t do ’em that have caught ’em.” 
And Midas now negledled Hands 
With afies’ ears and dirty hands. 





Reverend 

Dr, 


Dr. SHERIDAN 
SW1F T. 


Written in the year 1712, 

^EAR Dean, fince in cruxes and puns you and 
I deal. 

Pray, why is a woman a fieve and a riddle ? 

’ I is a thought that came into my noddle this morn- 

wig, 

In bed as I lay, Sir, a tolling and turning. 

You’ll find, if you read but a few of your hiftories. 
All women as Eve, all women are myftcries. 6 
To find out this riddle I know you’ll be eager, 
'And make every one of the fex a Bel-phagor. 

But that will not do, for I mean to commend ’em : 

I fwear without jell I an honour intend ’em. 10 
In a fieve, Sir, their ancient extraction I quite tell. 
In a riddle I give your their power and their title. 
This I told you before, do you know what I mean, 
Sir ? 

* “ Not I, by my troth, Sir.”-Then read it a- 

gain, Sir. 

The region I lend you thefe lines of rhymes double, 
Is purely through pity to faye you the trouble 16 


Of 
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Of thinking two hours for a rhyme as you did laft; 
-When your Pegafus canter’d in triple, and rid fait! 

As for my little nag, which I keep at ParnaiTus, 
With Phoebus’s leave, to run with his afies, 20 
lie goes flow and fure, and he never is jaded ; 
While your fiery ftccd is whipp’d, fpurr’d, bafli- 
naded. 


Dean SWIFT’s anfwer ro the Reverend 
Dr. SHERIDAN. 


S I R, 

JN reading your letter alone in my hackney, 

^ our damnable riddle my poor brains did rack 
nigh. 

And when with much labour the matter I crackt, 

I found you miltaken in matter of fail. 

A woman’s no fieve, (for with that you begin), 
Recallfo ihe lets out more than e’er ihc takes in, 6 
And rhat ihe’s a riddle, can never be right; 

For a riddle is dark, but a woman is light. ’ 

But grant her a fieve, I can fay fomething archer; 
Pray what is a man ? he’s a fine linen fearcher. 10 

Now tell me a thing that wants interpretation, 
What name for a maid *, was the firft man’s dam- 
nation ? 

If your worfhip will plcafe to explain me this rtbus, 

1 I wear from henceforward you Hull be my Phoebus, 

From my hackney-coach. Sept. 1 1. 

1712, pajl 1 2 at nun. 

• Vif Gin, Man-Trap. 

A 
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& &*: soke e 

A LETTER to the^ Rev. Dr. Sheridan. 
Written in the year 1718. 


SIR, 

YT 7 Hate’er your predeceflors taught us, 

I have a great elteem for Plautus ; 

And think your boys may gather there-lience 
More wit and humour than from Terence; 

But as to comic Ariftophanes, 

The rogue too bawdy and too profane is. 

I went in vain to look for Eupolis, 

Down in the Strand * juft where the new pole is; 
For 1 can teJl you one thing, that I can. 

You will not find it in the Vatican. 1© 

He and Cratinus ufed, as Horace fays, 

To take his greateft grandees for aifes. 

Foets, in thofe days, ufed to venture high ; 

But thefe are loft full many a century. 

Thus you may fee, dear friend, pede hence 15 
My judgement of the old comedians. 


Proceed to tragics, firffc Euripides 
(An author, where I fometimes dip a-days) 

Is rightly cenfur’d by the Stag!rite, 

Who fays his numbers do ncTt fudge aright. 2 o 
A friend of mine that author defpifes ° 

So much, he fwears the very beft piece is, C 

For aught he knows, as bad as Thefpis’s ; J 

* N. R. The Strand in London. The Lift may be fa'fc, but the 
rhyme coft me fume tioubk, 


And 


Ul 
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And that a woman, in thole tragedies, 
Commonly ('peaking, but a fad jade is. 2 

At lead:, I’m well afiur’d, that no folk lays 
lhe weight on him they do un Sophocles. 

Rut above all I prefer ./Efchvlus, 

Whole moving touches, when they pleafe, kill us, 

And now I find my mufe but ill able •> 

To hold out longer in trifyllable. 

^ 1 ’ 0lc tbefe rhymes out, for their difficulty: 

V\ ill you return as hard ones if I call t ye ? 




The FAGGOT. 

Written in the year 1713, when the Queen** mini- 
fters were quarrelling among theml'elves *. 


^^Rferve the dying father fpcak : 

rp. J , ry ,' lads > can y° u tIlis bundle break ; 
I hen bids the youngeft of the fix 

Take up a well-bound heap of fticks, 

1 hey thought it was an old man’s maggot • 
And drove by turns .0 break the faggot ; 

In vain : the complicated wands 

Were much too Itroug for all their hands. 

oec, laid the fire, how foon ’tis done : 

I hen took and broke them one by one, 
b > Itrong you’ll be, in friendlhip ty’d ; 
bo qutekiy broke, if you divide. 


.Jj 'f !Z K . of * he 1 auth °t’*«n<)«*our. to procure a reconcilement 
L g ■ T’ the le.tcrs to and from Or. Swift, in * u l. 9 . 

• c ai u hee though:* on tb: prefent liatc of affair*. 3 


Keep 
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Keep clofe then, boys, and never quarrel. 

Here ends the fable and the moral. 

This tale may be apply’d in few words 1J 

To treafurers, comptrollers, Rewards, 

And others, who in folemn fort 
Appear with (lender wands at court : 

Not firmly join’d to keep their ground, 

Bur ladling one another round: 20 

While wife men think they ought to fight 
With quarter-ftaves, inftead of white ; 

Or c on liable with ftafF of peace, 

.Should come and make the clatt’ring ceafc; 

Which now difturbs the Queen and court, 25 
And gives the Whigs and rabble fport. 

In hiftory we never found, 

The Conful’s fofces * were unbound; 

Thefe Romans were too wife to think on’t. 

Except to la(h fome grand delinquent. 30 

How would they blufii to hear it faid. 

The Praetor broke the Conful’s head; 

Or Conful in his purple gown, 

Came up and knock’d the Praetor down. 

Come, courtiers ; every man his ftick : 35 

LordTreafurer for once be quick ; 

And that they may the clofer cling, 

Take your blue ribbon for a firing. 

Come, trimming Harcourt ±, bring your mace; 
And fqueeze it in, or quit your place : 40 

Difpatch ; or elfe that rafcal Nortliey || 

Will undertake to do it for thee : 


* Fafces, a bundle of rods or fmall flicks carried before the Confuls 
at Rome. 

f Robert Harley, Earl of Oxford. 

t Lord Chancellor. , . T i 

lj Sir Edward Northey, Attorney-General, brcu-.it in by 1-orJ 
Harcourt, yet very defuous of the great leal. 
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And be affiir’d the court will find him 
Prepar’d to leap o’er fticks, or bind ’em. 

To make the bundle ftrong and fafe, 
Great Ormond, lend thy gen’ral’s ftaff; 
And, if the croficr could be cramm’d in. 

A fig for Lechmere, King, and Hambden. 
You’ll then defy the ftrongeft Whig 
With both his hands to bend a twig. 
Though with united ftrength they all pull 
From Somers down to Craggs and Walpole. 


§*§*§*■§*§*#*§*# *#•§*§*§•*$## 


The AUTHOR upon himfelf. 


Written in the year 1713, 


d few of the firft lines 'were wanting in the copy fent 
us by a friend of the author's. 


* # * 

* ♦ 

* • * 
♦ * * 


# * * * * 
* * * * * * 
* * * * * 
****** 


E l Y an old-purfu’d 

? A crazy prelate *, and a royal prude f ; 
Ry dull divines, who look with envious eyes, 
On ev’ry genius that attempts to rife; 

And pauling o’er a pipe with doubtful nod. 
Give hints, that poets ne’er believe in God; 
So clowns on fcholars as on wizards look. 
And take a folio for a conj’ring book J. 


# Dr. Sharp Archbilhop of York. 

*f- Her late Majcily Queen Anne. 

1 Archbishop Sharp, according to Dr. Swift’s acccnnf, had repre- 
fen-cd him to the Queen as a petf *n that was not a Chriftian : a grrat 
lady had fupported toe afperfjan ; and the Quern, upon fuch aflu- 
ranre?, had given away the bifliopric contrary jo her Majcfty’s full 
nrentions, which were in favour of Dr, Swift. Orrery , 

VolVIII. F ’ Swift 
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Swift had the fin of wit, no venial crime; 

Nav, ’tis affirm’d, he fometimes dealt in rhyme; io 
] lumour and mirth had place in all he writ; 
lie reconcil’d divinity and wit : fgrace ; 

lie mov’d, and bow’d, and talk’d, with too much 
Nor lliew'd the parfon in his gait or face; 

Defpis’d Luxurious wines, and coftly meat; 15 

Yet Hill was at the tables of the great ; 

Frequented lords; faw thofe that faw the Queen ; 
At Child’s or Truby’s * never once had been ; 
Where town and country vicars (lock in tribes, 
Secur’d by numbers from the laymens gibes, 20 
And deal in vices of the graver lort, 

Tobacco, cenfure, coffee, pride, and port. 

Cut after fage monitions from his friends, 

Ills talents to employ for nobler ends ; 

To better judgements willing to fubmit, 25 

lie turns to politics his dangerous wit. 

And now the public intcrcH to fupport, 

By Harley Swift invited comes to court; 

In favour grows with minifiers of Hate; 

Admitted private, when fuperiors wait: 3® 

And Harley, not afhamkl his choice to own, 

Takes him to Windfor in his coach alone. 

At Windfor Swift no fooner can appear. 

But St. John f comes and whifpers in his ear : 

The waiters Hand in ranks; the yeomen cry, 35 
“ Make room,” as if a Duke were palling by. 

Now Finch f alarms the Lords: he hears for cer¬ 
tain 

This dang’rous priefl is got behind the curtain. 


* A coffcrh'ufs and tavern near S:. Paul’s, at that time much fre- 

gu ntril In the vh-rtiy. 

t i c i Sc*, r -f?ry o afterwards Lord B^lingbroke. 

I The late F.z ! ct N-*tr ngham, who made a fpeech in the houfc 
of Lords agtinli the author. 

Finch, 
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Finch, fam'd for tedious elocution, proves 
That Swift oils many a fpring which Harley moves. 
Walpole and Aiflabie ||, to dear the doubr, 41 
Inform the Commons, that the fecret’s out : 
t€ A certain dodor is obfervM of late 
“To haunt a certain minifter of frate : 

From whence with halt an eye we mnydifeoyer 45 
“ The peace is made, and Perkin mu ft come over. ' 

York is from Lambeth fent to (hew the Queen 
A dangerous treadle writ againft the fpleen * ; 
Which, by the ftvle, the matter, and the drift, 

Tis thought could be the work of none but Swift. 
Poor York ! the harmlds tool of others hate ; 51 

He fues for pardon f, and repents too late. 

Now, - her vengeance vows 

On Swift’s reproaches for her- 

From her red locks her mouth with venom fills ; ^ 
And thence into the royal ear in frills. 

The Queen incens’d, his fervices forgot. 

Leaves him a vidim to the vengeful Scot. 

Now through the realm a proclamation fpread ! , 

To fix a price on his devoted head. 60 

While innocent, he fcornS ignoble flight ; 

His watchful friends preferve him by a Height. 

By HarleyJs favour once again he fliines; 

Is now carefs’d by candidate divines, 

Who change opinions with the changing feene : 65 
Lord! how were they miftaken in the Dean! 

II They h.vh fy'ke apainft th~ author in the houfe of Comm r s, 
ahhcnzh Aiflabic profdTcd much fner.dhip for him. 

* T<le .f a Tub. 

f His Grace was forry for what he had laid, and fcr.t a melTagc 
to the author to de‘ r: his pardon. 

1 The proclamation was arainft the an hor of a pamoh’et, cakd, 
“ The public oirtt of ihe Whigs,again!* which ihc acoch Lords 
comphincd. Set ii in voi 2 . 

F 2 


Now 
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Now Delaware || again familiar grows ; 

And in Swift’s ear thrufts half his powder’d nofe. 
The Scottifh nation, whom he durfc offend, 

Again apply that Swift would be their friend **. 70 

By faction tir’d, with grief he waits a while, 

His great contending friends to reconcile, 

Performs what friendfhip, juftice, truth, require: 
What could he more but decently retire * ? 

In SICKNESS. 


Written foon after the author’s coming to live in 
Ireland, upon the Queen’s death, October 1714. 

’''TTS true,-then why fhould I repine 

To fee my life fo faft decline ? 

But why obfeurely here alone, 

Where I am neither lov’d nor known ? 

My date of health none care to learn ; 5 

My life is here no foul’s concern: 

And thofe with whom I now converfe. 

Without a tear will tend my herfe. 

Remov'd from kind Arbuthnot’s aid. 

Who knows his art, but not his trade, 10 

|| Delaware, then Lord Treaftirer of the houfebold, always ca^eiT- 
ed the author at court: but, during the trial of the printers before 
the houfe of Lords, and while the proclamation hung over the au¬ 
thor, his Lordihip would net lecm to know h:m. 

** The Stotcn Lords treated and vif.ted the author more after the 
proclamation than before, except the uuke of Argyll, who would ne¬ 
ver be reconciled. 

* About ten weeks before the Queen’s death, I left the town up¬ 
on ricafionof that incurable bnaui among the g Cat men a: court, 
and \'ent down to Bc:kfhire. 

Preferring 
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Preferring his regard for me 
Before his credit, or his fee. 

Some formal vilits, looks, and words, 

V hat mere humanity affords, 

I meet perhaps from three or four, 15 

From whom I once expecicd more; 

Which thole who tend the lick for pay 
Can a£t as decently as they: 

But no obliging tender friend 

To help at my approaching end. 20 

My life is now' a burden grown 
To others, ere it be my own. 

Ye formal weepers for the i;ck. 

In your laft oflices be quick : 

And fpare mv abfent friends the grief 25 

To hear, yet give me no relief; 

Expir’d to-day, intomb’d to-morrow. 

When known, will lave a double forrow. 


*3^ 


» * s* 


■V* 






To the Earl of Oxford, late Lord Trea- 
furcr. Sent to him when he was in the 
Tower, before his trial. 

Out of Horace. 

Written in the year 17 16. 

T TOW blefs’d is he who for his country dies. 

A ‘Since death purfucs the coward as he flies! 

The youth in vain would fly from fate’s attack, 

With trembling knees, and terror at his back : 
i ho’ fear fhould lend him pinions like the wind, 9 
Yet fwiftcr fate will leize him from behind. 

Virtue 
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Virtue repuls’d, yet knows not to repine: 

But ihall with unattainted honour fliine; 

Nor ftoops to take the ftaff*, nor lays it down, 

Juft as the rabble pleafe to fmile or frown. i * 

Virtue, to crown her fav’rites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten pafiage to the Iky ; 

Where Jove a feat among the gods will give 
To thofe who die for meriting to live. 

Next, faithful ftlence hath a fure reward ; 15 

Within our bread: be ev’ry fecret barr’d : 

He who betrays his friend, iliall never be 
Under one roof, or in one lliip, with me. 

For who with traitors would his fafety truft, 

Lett with the wicked heaven involve the juft ? 23 

And though the villain ’fcape a while, he feels 
Slow vengeance, like a blood-hound, at his heels. 


-a- 14- $4 £-4^44 $ £-4 £ & 444 444 


Ad amicum eruditum Ti-iomam Sheridan. * 

Scripftt Od. ann. Dom. 1717. 

T^Fliciac Sheridan mufarum, dulcis amice, 

Sic tibi propitius Permeftl ad ftumen Apollo 
Occurrat, feu te mimum convivia rident, 
JEqiiivocofque Tales fpargis, feu ludere verfu 
Malles; die, Sheridan, quifnam fuit ilie deorum, 5 
Oux melor natura orto tibi tradidit artem 
Rimandi genium puerorum, atquc ima cerebri 
Scrutandi ? Tibi nafeenti ad cunabula Pallas 
Aftitit; ct dixit, mentis praefaga futurse. 

Hen, pucr inrelix.! noftro fub lidere natus ; 1 9 

* A while fw;t is the of the Lord Treafurer's office. 

Nam 
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Nam tu peCtus eris fine corpore, corporis umbra; 
Scd levitate umbram fuperabis, \ occ cicadam: 
IVIufica femur, palnias tibi mus dedir, ardea crura. 
Corpore led tenui tibi quod natura negavit. 

Hoc animi dotes fuppiebunt; teque docente, i - 
Nec longum tempus, lurget tibi dofta juventus, 
Artibus egregiis animas inftru&a novellas 
Grex hinc Pceonius venir, ecce, fulutifer orbi. 

Aft illi caufas orant; his infula vila eft 
Rivinam capiti nodo conftringere niitram. 20 

Natalis te hora? non fallunt ligna, led ufque 
Cordcius, expedias puero leu lxtus Apollo 
Nafcenti arrifit; five ilium frigidus horror 
Saturni premitj aut feptem inflavere triones. 

Quin tu alte penituique latentia femina cernis, 25 
Qureque diu obtundendo olim fub luminis auras 
Erumpcnr, promis ; quo ritu ftepe puella 
Sub cioere hefterno fopitcs fufcitat ignes. 

I e dominum agnofcit quocunque fub acre natus ; 
Quos indulgentis niinium cuftodia matris 
Pelfundat: nani ftepe vides in ftipite matrem. 

Aureus at ramus, venerandas dona Sibyllx, 

Alncce fedes tarn urn patefecit Avernus ; 

Sxpe puer, tua quern tetigit femel aurea virga, 
Ccelumque terraique videt, noctemque profundam. 






APOLLO to the DEA N. 

AV ritten in the year 1720. 

l^Ight Trufty, and fo forth,-we let vou to 

know ' 

AVe are very iil us’d by you mortals below. 


For 
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For, firft, I have often by chymifts been told, 

Tho’ I know nothing on’t, it is I that make gold. 
Which when you have got, you fo carefully hide ir. 
That, fince l was born, l hardly have fpy’d it. 6 
Then it muft be allow'd, that whenever 1 lhine, 

I forward the grafs, and I ripen the vine; 

To me the good fellows apply for relief, 

Without whom they could get neither claret nor beef: 
Yet their wine and their victuals thefe curmudgeon* 
lubbards i * 

Lock up from my fight in cellars and cupboards. 
That I have an ill eye they wickedly think, 

And taint all their meat, and four all their drink. 
But, thirdly and laftly, it muft be allow’d, 15 

1 alone can infpire the poetical croud : 

This is gratefully own’d by each boy in the college, 
Whom if I,infpire, it is not to my knowledge. 

This ev’rv pretender to rhyme will admit, 19 

Without troubling his head about judgement or wit. 
Thefe gentlemen ufe me with kindnefs and freedom; 
A nd as for their works, when I pleafe I may read ’em: 
They lie open on purpofe on counters and ft alls. 
And the titles I view, when I fhinc on the walls. 

But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany, 25 
Whom I, for your fake, love better than any, 

And of my mere motion, and fpecial good grace, 
Intended in time to fuccced in your place, 

On Tuefday the tenth feditioufly came 
With a certain falfc traitrefs, one Stella by name, 30 
To the deanery-houfe, and on the north glafs. 
Where, for fear of the cold, I never can pals, 

Then and there, 1 n et armis , with a certain utenfiL, 
Of value five /hillings, in Englifti a pencil. 


* Curmudgeon, a word here ufed zs an zdje^ive, n*'w fignifies a 
for 'id niggardly fellow, i ut was perhaps in its orig nal fenfe f more 
extend.e import, bein* probably a corruption oi" utur mediant) a 
wicked heart. 

j)id 
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Did maliciouily, falfcly, and traitroufly write, 
WhiLft Stella aforefiiid ilood by with a light *. 

My fitter has lately depos’d upon oath, 

That Hie itopt in her courfe to look at them both: 
That Stella was helping, abetting, and aiding ; 

And hill as he writ, hood finding and reading: 40 

That her eyes were as bright as myfelf at noonday, 
But her graceful black locks were mingled with grey; 
And by the defeription I certainly know, 

'Tis the nymph that I courted fome ten years ago ; 
Whom when I with the beft of my talents endu’d 45 
On her promife of yielding, ihe acted the prude: 
That fome verfes were writ with felonious intent, 
Direct to the north, where I never went: 

I hat the letters appear’d reverfe thro' the pane, 

But in Stella’s bright eyes they were place’d right 
again ; 50 

Wherein lhe diftin&ly could read ev'ry line, 

And prefently guefs’d the fancy was minef. 

Now you fee why his verfes fo Seldom are fliown: 
The reafon is plain, they’re none of his own ; 

And obferve while you live, that no man is Ihy 55 
To difeover the goods he came honeftly by. 

If I light on a thought he’ll certainly heal it: 

And when he has got it, finds way to conceal it: 

Of all the fine things he keeps in the dark, 

There’s fcarce one in ten, but what has my mark; Co 
And let them be feen by the world if he dare. 

I’ll make it appear, they are all ftolen ware. 

But as for the poem he writ on your fa ill, 

I think I have now got him under iny lalli; 

• Sec verfes faid to be ait bv two of the Dean’s friends upon a 
pane of glafs in one of his par) urs, among >he p<,flhumou* r<e»es in 
this vo’ume. 

f The mcchanifm cf this poem is formed upon a mifhkc, w hich 
a very flight confidcration of the I us of vif;on wv.uid have prcicr.t- 
cd. The whole depends upon Cynthia’s reading in Stella's ryes the 
writing, which appealed invested through the pane : but as rhe writ¬ 
ing w. 3 not invcrtiU on that fide of the glafs at which S clla looked, 
it mutt neceflariiv be inverttd in her evrs. 

Vol.VIII.' G' My 
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35 
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My fitter tranfcrib’d it laft night to his forrow, 65 
And the public lhall fee't, if I live till to-morrow. 
Thro’ the zodiac around it /hall quickly be fpread, 
I11 all parts of the globe, where your language is read. 
He knows very well, I ne’er gave a refufal, 

When he alk’d for my aid in the forms that are u- 
fual: 70 

But the fecret is this; I did lately intend 
To write a few vcrfes on you, as my friend : 

I ftudied a fortnight before I could find, 

As I rode in my chariot, a thought to my mind. 
And relbtv’d the next winter, (for that is my time, 75 
When the days are at fhorteft), to get it in rhyme; 
Till then it was lock’d in my box at Parnalius : 

W hen that fubtle companion, in hopes to furpafs us. 
Conveys out my paper of hints by a trick, 

(For 1 think in my confidence he deals with old nick). 
And from my own ftock provided with topics, 81 
He gets to a window beyond both the tropics ; 

There out of my light, juft againft the north zone, 
Writes down my conceits, and calls them his own ; 
And you, like a cully, the bubble can fwallow: 85 
Now, who but Delany, that writes like Apollo ? 
High treafon by ftatute! but here you objeft, 

He only ftole hints, but the verfe is correct; 

Tho’ the thought be Apollo’s, ’tis finely exprefs’d. 
So a thief fteals my horfe, and has him well drefs’d. 
Now, whereas the laid criminal feemspaft repentance. 
We Phoebus think fit to proceed to the fentence. 
Since Delany has dar’d, like Prometheus his lire. 

To climb to our region, and thence to fteal fire ; 

We order a vulture, in fhape of the fpleen, ^5 
To prey on his liver, but not to be feen. 

And we order our fubjecls of ev’ry degree 
To believe all his verfes were written by me; 

And, under the pain of our higheft difpleafure. 

To call nothing his but the rhyme and the meafure. 
And hiftiy, for Stella juft out of her prime, 101 
I’m too much reveng’d already by time. 


In 
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In return to her fcorn, I fent her tlifeafes ; 

Rut will now be her friend, whenever fhe pleafcs : 
And the gifts I bellow’d her will find her a lover, 105 
Though {he lives to be grey as a badger all over. 


An Elegy on the much lamented death of 
of Mr. Demar, the famous rich ulurer, 
who died the 6ch of July 1720*. 


Written in the year 1720, 


IT Now all men by thefe prefents, Death the tamer 
By mortgage hath fecur’d the corpfe of Demar; 
Nor can four hundred thoufand Sterling pound 
Redeem him from his prifon under ground. 

His heirs might well, of all his wealth poffdl, 5 
Beftow to bury him one iron cheft. 

Plutus the god of wealth will joy to know 
His faithful Reward in the {hades below. 

He walk’d the ftreets, and wore a threadbare cloak ; 
He din’d and flipp’d at charge of other folk : 10 

And by his looks, had he held out his palms. 

He might be thought an object fit for alms ; 

So, to the poor if he refus d his pelf, 

He us’d them full as kindly as himfelf. 

Where’er he went, he never faw his betters ; 15 

Lords, knights, and ’{quires, were all his humble 
debtors; 

* Thi clccy was a fuhjc£l ftjrtcd md partly ere: w»ed in company, 
confining of Swift ;.nd S cJla, and a tew friends. Ev< rv o«r threw 
in a hint j and S.ella's were the 3 1 ft, 32-4, 33d, and 34 h lines. 

G 2 


And 
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And under hand and feal the Irifh nation 
Were force’d to own to him their obligation. 

He that could once have half a kingdom bought. 
In half a minute is not worth a groat. 20 

His coffers from the coffin could not lave 
Nor all his int’reft keep him from the grave. 

A golden monument would not be right, 

Becaufe we wifh the earth upon him light. 

Oh London tavern * ! thou haff loft a friend, 25 
Tho’ in thy walls he ne’er did farthing fpend: 

He touch’d the pence when others touch’d the pot; 
The hand that fign’d the mortgage paid the fhot. 

Old as he was, no vulgar known difeafe 
On him could ever boaft a power to feife ; 30 

But as his gold he weigh'd, grim death in fpight 
Caft in his dart, which made three moidores light; 
And as he faw his darling money fail, 

Blew his laft breath to fink the lighter feale. 

He who fo long was current, ’twould be ftrange 35 
If he fliould now be cry’d down iince his change. 

The fexton {hall green fods on thee beftow: . 

Alas ! the fexton is thy banker now. 

A difinal banker muft that banker be, 

Who gives no bills but of mortality f. 

* A tavern in Dublin where Demar kept his office, 
t See *n epitaph on this ir.ii* w r, vol. vii. p. 301. 


The 
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The Run upon the Bankers. 


Written in the year 1720. 

I 

^PKE bold incroachers on the deep 
A Gain by degrees huge trafts of land. 
Till Neptune with one general fweep 
Turns all again to barren ftrand. 

II. 

T he multitude’s capricious pranks 
Are laid to reprefent the feas; 

Which breaking bankers and the banks, 
Relume their own whene’er they pieafe. 

III . 

Money, the life-blood of the nation. 
Corrupts and ftagnates in the veins, 
Unlefs a proper circulation 

Its motion and its heat maintains. 

IV. 

Becaufe ’tis lorldly not to pav, 

(Quakers and aldermen in hate 
Like peers have levees cv’ry day 
Of duns attending at their gate. 

V. 

We want our money on the nail; 

The banker’s ruin’d if he pays : 

They feem to aft an ancient tale ; 

The birds are met to drip the jays. 

VI. 

Pitches, the wifeft monarch f lings, 

" Make pinions for themfelvcs to fly : u 


They 


*f Solomon. 
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They fly like bats on parchment wings, 

And geefe their fliver plumes iiipply. 

VII. 

No money left for fquand’ring heirs ! 25 

Bills turn the leaders into debtors: 

The wifh of Nero now is theirs, 

That they had never known their letters *. 

VIII. 

Conceive the works of midnight-hags, 

Tormenting fools behind their backs : 

Thus bankers o’er their bills and bags 
Sit fqueezine images of wax f. 

IX. 

Conceive the whole inchantment broke ; 

The witches left in open air. 

With power no more than other folk, 

Expos’d with all their magic ware. 

X. 

So powerful are a bankers bills, 

Where creditors demand their due ; 

They break up counters, doors, and tills, 

And leave the empty chefts in view. 

XI. 

Thus when an earthquake lets in light, 

Upon the god of gold and hell, 

Unable to endure the light. 

He hides within his darkeft cell. 

XII. 

As when a coni’rer takes a leafe 
From Satan for a term of years. 

The tenant’s in a difmal cafe, 

Whene’er the bloody bond i appears. 

* It is f id of Nero, that when he fir ft esmi to the impeiial dig¬ 
nity from the tutorage of Seneca, being afked to fign a warrant tor an 
execution, he wifhed he could not write. 

y/i che were fabled to torment the alfent, by roafting or other- 
wife i^l treating t: ti images in wax. 

X Thefe contrails were always luppofed to be figned with blood. 
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XIII. 

A baited banker thus deiponds. 

From his own hand torefees his fall; 

Fhey have his foul who have his bonds; 

1 is like the writing on the wall * 

XIV. 

How will the caitiff wretch be fear’d. 
When hrit he finds himfelf awake* 

At the laft trumpet, unprepar’d. 

And all his grand account to make ? 

XV. 

For in that univerfal call 

Few bankers will to lieav’n be mounters : 

They’ll cry, Ye ihops upon us fall, 

Conceal and cover us, ye counters : 

XVI. 

When other hands the feales fhall hold, 
And they in men and angels fight 

Produce’d with all their bills and gold, 

VV cigh d in the balance, and found light. 


5 > 
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The Df.scription of an IRISH FEAST, 
tranflatecl almoft literally out of the on- 
ginal Irifh. 


Tranflated in the year 1720. 

% 

Rourk’s noble fare 
Will ne’er be forgot. 

By thofe who were there. 

Or thofe who were not. 


* Mene mcnc tekcl uphatlin. 


His 
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His revels to keep, 

We fup and we dine 
On feven fcore fheep, 

Fat bullocks and Twine. 
Ufquebaugk to our feaft 
In pails was brought up, 

An hundred at leaft, 

And a madder * our cup. 

O there is the fport! 

We rife with the light 
In diforderly Tort, 

From Tnoring all night. 

O how was I trick’d ! 

My pipe it was broke,. 

My pocket was pick’d, 
i loft my new cloak. 

I’m rill’d, quoth Nell, 

Of mantle and kercher f : 

Why then fare them well. 

The de’il take the Tearcher. 

Come, harper, ftrike up ; 

But, fir ft, by your favour, 

Boy, give us a cup : 

Ah! this has Tome favour. 

O Kourk’s jolly boys 

Ne’er dream’d of the matter, 

Till rous’d by the noife 
And mulical clatter. 

They bounce from their neft, 

No longer will tarry, 

They rife ready dreft. 

Without one Ave Mary. 

They dance in a round, 

Cutting capers and ramping *, 

A mercy the ground 

Did not burft with their ftampmg. 


* A wooden vcflTel. 
J An handkerchief. 
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The floor is all wet 

With leaps and with jumps, 
While the water and fweat 
Splifh fplafh in their pumps. 
Blefs you late and early, 
Laughlin O Enagin, 

By my hand *, you dance rarely, 
Margery Grinagin f. 

Bring flraw for our bed, 

Shake it down to the feet. 
Then over us fpread 
The winnowing Iheet : 

To Ihow I don’t flinch. 

Fill the bowl up again ; 

Then give us a pinch 

Of your fneezing, a yean 
Good Lord, what a light, 

After all their good cheer, 

For people to fight 

In the midft of their beer! 
They rife from their feaft, 

And hot are their brains, 

A cubit at leaft 

The length of their flceans ’. 
What ftabs and what cuts, 

What clatt’ring of flicks ; 
What ftrokes on the guts, 

What baftings and kicks ! 
With cudgels of oak 
Well harden’d in flame 
An hundred heads broke, 

An hundred flruck lame. 

You churl, I’ll maintain 
My father built Lutk, 


# An Irifh oath. 

+ The name of an Iri/h woman, 
t An Irifti word for a woman. 

|| taggers, or fhort fwoids. 


Vol.viii. 
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The caftle of Slain, 

And Carriek Drummflc : 

The Earl of Kildare, 

And Moynalta, his brother, 

As great as they are, 

I was nurs’d by their mother *. 80 

Aik that of old Madam, 

She’ll tell you who’s who, 

As fiir up as Adam, 

She knows it is true. 

Come down with that beam, 8 5 

If cudgels are fcarce, 

A blow on the weam, 

Or a kick on the a—fe 


A French Gentleman dining with fome com¬ 
pany on a faft day, called for fome bacon 
and eggs. The reft were very angry, and 
reproved him for fo hainous a fin : where¬ 
upon he wrote the following lines extempore, 
which are here tranflated. 

T>£*z// cn croire avec bon fens 
A £hfn la r don le ?nit en cole re , 

On, que manger un harang , 

C eft un fecret pour lui plaire ? 

En fa gloire envelope , 5 

Songe til bien de nos foupe ? 

* It is the cnftom in Ireland, to call nurfes frftcr mothe-s, their 
hgfbanJ fofler fathers, and their children fofter-brothers or fofter- 
liiicrs j and thus the poorert claim kindred to the richeft. 


In 
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In ENGLISH, 
can believe with common fenfe, 


* * A bacon flice gives God offence, 

Or how a herring hath a charm 
Almighty vengeance to difarm ? 

Wrapt up in majefty divine, 5 

Does he regard on what we dine ? 

An excellent new Song on a feditious 


pamphlet 


To the tune of Packington’j Pond. 

Written in the year 1720. 

T>Rocados, and damafks, and tabbies, and gawfes, 
Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought over. 
With forty things more: now hear what die law 
fays' 

Whoe’er will not wear them, is not the King’s 
lover. 


Though a printer and dean 
Seditioufly mean 


5 


Our true Irifh hearts from old England to wean; 
We’ll buy Englifh lilks for our wives and our 
daughters, 

Infpite of his Deanihip and journeyman Waters. 


* Dr. S-.vift having wrote a treatife advifing the people of Ireland 


to wear their own manufa&ure*, a profecution was fet on foot againfl 
Watcts the printer thereof; which w'as carried on with fo much vio¬ 
lence, that the then Lord Chief Juftice, one Whitfhcd, thought 
proper, in a manner the xr.oft axtra rdinary, to keep the grand jury a- 
bovc twelve hours, and to fe'd them eleven times cut of court, until 
i»c had wearied them into a fpccitl verditt. 
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II. 

In England the dead in woollen are clad, io 

The Dean and his printer then let us cry fie on; 
To be cloth’d like a carcafe would make a Teague 
mad, 

Since a living dog better is than a dead lion. 

Our wives they grow fullen 
At wearing of woollen, 15 

And all we poor ihopkeepers muft our horns pull 
in. 

Then we’ll buy Englifh filks for our wives and 
our daughters, 

In fpite of his Deanfhip and journeyman Waters. 

III. 

Whoe’er our trading with England would hinder, 
i o inflame both the nations do plainly confpire; 
Becaufe Irifh linen will foon turn to tinder; 21 
And wool it is greafy, and quickly takes fire. 
Therefore I afliire ye, 

Our noble grand jury, 

W hen they faw the Dean’s book, they were in a 
* great fury: . 25 

They would buy Englifh filks for their wives and 
their daughters, 

In fpite of his Deanfhip and journevman Waters. 

IV. 

ibis wicked rogue Waters, who always is finning* 
And before Cora?ti nobis fo oft hath been call’d, 
Henceforward fhall print neither pamphlets nor li¬ 
nen, 30 

And, it fwearing can do’t, fhall be fwingingly 
maul’d : 

And as for the Dean, 

You know whom I mean, 

If the printer will peach him, he’ll fcarce come 

off clean. 

Then we li buy Englifh filks for our wives and our 
daughters, 3j 

In fpite of his Deanfhip and journeyman Waters. 

Car- 
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Carberi/e Rupf.s in comitatu Corgagenfi 
apud Hibernicos. 


Scripfit Jun. Ann. Dom. 1723. 


E CCE ingens fragmen fcopuli, quod Venice 
finri mo 


Defuper impendet, nullo fundamine nixum, 

Dec id it in fluctus ; maria undique .t undique faxa 
Horifono ftridore tonant, et ad aedicra murmur 
Erigitur ; trepid.trque Aiis Xepumus in undis. 5 
Nam, longa ve ti rabie, a.que alpcrgine crebra 
-oEquorei laticis, i pec us ima rupe cavatur : 

Jam fultura ruit, j im iumma cacumina nutant; 
Jam cadit in prseceps moles, et verberat undas. 
Attonitus credas, bine dejecifie tonantem 10 

Montibus impofitos montes, ct Pclion altum 
In capita anguipedum coelo jaculafie gigantum. 


Ssepe etiam fpelunca immani aperitur hiatu 
Exefa e fcopulis, et utrinque foramina pandit, 
Hinc atque hmc a porno ad pontum pervia Phoebo. 
Cautibus enormc juncflis laquearia tedti 16 

Formantur; moles olim ruitura luperne. 

Fornice Aiblimi nidos poAiere palumbes, 

Inque imo Aagni poAiere cubilia phocae. 


8cd, cum Aevit liyms, et venti, carcere rupto, 20 
Immenfus yolvunt flu6tus ad culmina montis, 

Non obfefle arces, non fulmina vindice dextra 
Mifla J ovis, quoties inimicas laevit in urbes, 

Exsequant 
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Exjenuant fonitum undarum, veniente procella : 
Littora littoribus reboant; vicinia late, 25 

Gens affueta mari, et pedibus percurrere rupes, 
Terretur tamen, et longe fugit, arva relinquens. 

Gramina dum carpunt pendentes rupe capclke, 
Vi falientis aqux de fuinmo prcecipitantur, 

Et dulces animas imo fub gurgite linquunt. 30 

Pifcator terra non audit veliere funem ; 

Sed latet in portu tremebundus, et, aera fudum 
Haud fpcrans, Nereum precibus votilque fatigat. 


[We have added a tranflation of the proceeding 
poem for the benefit of our Englifh readers. It is 
done by Mr. W. Dunkin, M. A for whom our 
fuppofed author hath expreffed a great regard on 
account of his ingenious performances, although 
unacquainted with him. ] 


Carbery Rocks in the county of Cork 
Ireland* 

T O ! from the top of yonder cliff, that fhrouds 
Its airy head amidft the azure clouds, 

Hangs a huge fragment; deftitutc of props, 

Prone on the waves the rocky ruin drops ! 

With horfe rebuff the fwelling feas rebound, $ 
Prom fhore to fhore the rocks return the found : 
The dreadful murmur heaven’s high convex cleaves, 
And Neptune {brinks beneath his fubjedl waves : 

For 






MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 63 

1 or long the whirling winds and beating tides 
Had fcoop’d a vault into its nether tides. 10 

Now yields the bafe, the fummits nod, now urge 
i heir headlong courfe, and lafh the founding furge. 
Not louder noile could fhake the guilty world. 
When Jove heap’d mountains upon mountains 
hurl’d; 

Retorting Pelion from his dread abode, 1 5 

io cruih earth’s rebel-ions beneath the load. 

Oft too with hideous yawn the caverns wide 
Prefent an orifice on either lide, 

A difmal orifice from fea to fca 
Extended, pervious to the god of day: 20 

Uncouthlv join’d the rocks ihipendous form 
An arch, the ruin of a future {form : 

High on the cliff their nefts the woodquefts make. 
And fea-calves ftable in the oozy lake. 

But when bleak Winter with his fallen train 
Awakes the winds to vex the wat'ry plain ; 

When o’er the craggy deep without control, 

Big with the blaft, the raging billows roll ; 

Not towns beleaguer’d, not the flaming brand. 
Darted from heav’11 by Jove’s avenging hand. 

Oft as on impious men his wrath he pours, 
Humbles their pride, and blafts their gilded 
tow Vs, 

Equal the tumult of this w T ild uproar: 

Waves rulh o’er waves, rebellows fhore to (bore. 
The neighb’ring race, though wont to brave the 
Ihocks 

Of angry feas, and run along the rocks. 

Now pale with terror, while the ocean foams, 

I ly anc ^ wide, nor trull: their native homes. 

I he goats, while pendent from the mountain-top 
The wither’d herb improvident they crop, 40 

Walli 
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Wafh down the precipice with fudden fweep, 

Leave their fweet lives beneath th’ unfathom’d deep. 
The frighted fillier with defponding eyes. 

Though lafe, yet trembling in the harbour lies. 
Nor hoping to behold the ikies ferene, 4 ? 

Wearies with vows the monarch of the main. 



Upon the Horrid PLOT difcovered by 
Harlequin, the Bifhop of Roche¬ 
ster’s French dog *. 

In a dialogue between a Whig and a Tory. 


Written in the year 1723. 


T a Ik’d a Whig the other night, 

* How came this wicked plot to light ? 

He anfwer’d, that a dog of late 
Inform d a minifter of ltare. 

Said I, from thence I nothing know ; 5 

For are not all informers fo ? 

A villain who Iris friend betrays, 

We ftyle him by no other phrafe ; 

And fo a perjur'd dog denotes 

Porter, and Prendergaft, and Oates, 10 

And forty others I could name. 

JVh g. But you mufl: know this dog was lame. 

* See the proceedings in parliament again ft Dr. Atterbury the Bi- 
fh< p ot Roche: l er, State trials, vol. 6. --He \\a ntea by the Lords 
tor a plot again*! tne government, deptived ot his biihopric, baniflied 
hi native country, and died in France, Feb. 15, I73 a » 


Tory. 
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Tory. A weighty argument indeed ! 

Your evidence was lame : — proceed : 

Come, help your lame dog o’er the ftile. 

JVbig. Sir, you miftake me all this while : 

I mean a dog (without a joke) 

Can howl, and bark, blit never fpoke. 

Tory . I'm ftill to leek, which dog you mean 
'V hethcr cur Plunket, or whelp Skean. 

An hnglifli or an Irilh hound; 

Or t’other puppy that was drown’d, 

Or Mafon, that abandon’d bitch : 

Then pray be free, and tell me which : 
f or every ftander-by was Marking, 

1 hat all the noife they made was barking. 

You pay them well; the dogs have got 
1 heir dog-heads in a porridge-pot : 

And ’twas but juft ; for wife men fay, 

That ev’ry dog muft have his day. 

Dog Walpole laid a quart of nog on’t. 

He’d either make a hog or dog on’t; 

And look’d, fince he has got his wifh, 

As if he had thrown down a dilli, 

Yet this I dare foretel you from it, 

He’ll foon return to his own vomit. 

Whig, Befides this horrid plot was found 
By Neynoe, after he was drown’d. 

Tory. Why then the proverb is not right, 
Since you can teach dead dogs to bite. 

Whig. I prov’d my propofition full: 

But Jacobites are ftrangely dull. 

Now let me tell you plainly, Sir, 

Our witnefs is a real cur, 

A dog of fpiric for his years, 

Has twice two legs two hanging ears ; 

His name is Harlequin, 1 wot. 

And that’s a name in every plot : 

Refolv’d to fave the Britifh nation, 

'1 hough French by birth and education ; 

Vol.viii. r 
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His correfpondence plainly dated 
Was all decvpher’d and tranflated : 

His an fivers were exceeding pretty 
Before che fecretwife committee ; 

Confefs’d as plain as lie' could bark : 

Then with his forefoot fet his ma'k. 

Tory. Then all this while have I been bubbled, 

I thought it was a dog in doublet : 

The matter now no longer fticks ; 

But ftatefmen never want dog-tricks, 60 

For lince it was a real cur, 

And not a dog in metaphor, 

1 give you joy of the report 
That lie’s to have a place at court. 

IVhrg Yes, and a place he will grow rich in ; 65 
A turnfpit in the royal kitchen. 

Sir, to be plain, I tell you what, 

We had occafion for a plot: 

And when we found the dog begin it, 

We guclVd the bilhop’s foot was in it. 

Tory, I own it was a dang’rous project; 

And you have prov’d it by dbg-logic. 

Sure iuch intelligence between 
A dog and biiliop ne’er was feen, 

Till you began to change the breed ; 

Your bilhops are all d-gs indeed. 




JOAN cudgels NED. 



01 
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Die Ned and Befs ; give Will to Joan, 
She dare not lay her life’s her own. 

Die Joan and Will; give Befs to Ned, 
And ev’ry day Ihe combs his head. 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXffXXXXXXXXXXXX 


STELLA at \V o o d • P a r k, 

A houfe of Charles Ford, Efq*, eight 
miles from Dublin. 


- Cuicunque 1 wee re vole bat 

Vejlimenta da bat pretiofa. 


Written in the Year 1723. 


"P\ON Carlos in a merry fpite 
Did Stella to his houfe invite : 

He entertain’d her half a year 
V ith gen’rous wines and coftly chear. 
Don Carlos made her chief director. 
That flie might o’er the fervants hector. 
In half a week the dame grew nice. 

Got all things at the higheft price : 
Now at the table-head Ihe fits, 

Prefented with the niceft bits ; 

She look’d on partridges with fcorn, 
Except they tafted of the corn : 

A haunch of venTon made her fweat, 
Unlefs it had the right fume tie, 

Don Carlos earneflly would beg. 

Dear Madam, try this pigeon’s leg ; 

I 2 
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Was happy, when he could prevail 
To make her only touch a quail. 

Through candle-light flie view’d the wine. 

To fee that ev’ry glafs was fine. 20 

At laft grown prouder than the devil 
With feeding high and treatment civil, 

Don Carlos now began to find 
His malice work’d as he defign’d. 

The winter-lky began to frown, 25 

Poor Stella muft pack off to town ; 

From purling ftreams and fountains bubbling, 

To * Liffy’s ftinking tide at Dublin ; 

From wholefome exercife and air, 

To foiling in an eafy chair : 3 ° 

From ftomach {harp, and hearty feeding, 

To piddle like a lady breeding ; 

From ruling there the houfehold fingly. 

To be directed here by Dingly f : 

From ev’ry day a lordly banquet, 35 

To half a joint, and God be thanked: 

From ev’ry meal, Pontack in plenty, 

To half a pint one day in twenty : 

From Ford attending at her call. 

To vifits of- 40 

From Ford who thinks of nothing mean, 

To the poor doings of the Dean : 

From growing richer with good cheer, 

To running out by ftarving here. 

But now arrives the difmal day ; 45 

She muft return to Ormond Quay %. 

The coachman fropt ; fhe look’d, and fwore 
The rafcal had miftook the door : 

At coming in you faw her ftoop ; 

The entry brulh’d again ft her hoop : 5c 

* The river that tuns through Dublin. 

•f- A iadv. The two ladies Irdged together* 

% Where the tw j ladies lodged, 

Each 
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Each moment rifing in her airs, 

She curs’d the narrow winding Hairs : 
Began a thoufand faults to fpy; 

The ceiling hardly fix feet high; 

The fmutty wainlcot full of cracks : 
And half the chairs with broken backs : 
ller quarter’s out at Ladydav, 

She vows lhe will no longer Hay 
In lodgings, like a poor Grizette, 

While there are lodgings to be let. 

How e’er, to keep her fpirits up, 

She fent for company to fup : 

When all the while you might remark, 
She drove in vain to ape Wood-park. 

1 wo bottles call’d for (half her ftore. 
The cupboard could contain but four) : 
A fupper worthy of herfelf. 

Five nothings in five plates of delf. 

Thus for a week the farce went on; 
When all her country-favings gone, 

She fell into her former feene, 

Small beer, a herring, and the Dean. 

Thus far in jeft : though now I fear. 
You think my jefting too fevere ; 

But poets, when a hint is new, 

Regard not whether falfe or true : 

Yet raillery gives no offence, 

V here truth has not the leaft pretence ; 
Nor can be more fecurcly place *d, 

Than on a nymph of Stella’s tafte. 

I muff confefs, your wine and vittlc 
I was too hard upon a little ; 

Your table neat, your linen fine; 

And, though in miniature, youfhine: 
Yet when you figh to leave Wood-park, 
The fcenc, the welcome, and the fpai k. 
To languish in this odious town, 

And pull your haughty ltomach down ; 
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We think you quite miftake the cafe, 
The virtue lies not in the place : 

For though my raillery were true, 

A cottage is Wood-park with you. 




A quibbling ELEGY on the Worlhipful 
Judge Boat. 

Written in the year 1723. 

O mournful ditties, Clio, change thy note, 



M Since cruel fate hath funk our Jultice Boat. 
Why (It on Id he link, where nothing feem’d to prefs ? 
His lading little, and his ballaft lels. 

Toll in the waves of this tempeftuous world, 5 
At length, his anchor fix’d, and canvafs furl’d. 

To Lazy-hill * retiring from his court, 

At his Ring’s-end * he founders in the port. 

With water f fill’d he could no longer float. 

The common death of many a ftronger boat. 10 
A poll fo fill’d, on nature’s laws intrenches : 
Benches on boats are place’d, not boats on benches. 
And yet our Boat, how fhall I reconcile it ? 

Was both a boat, and in one fenfe a pilot. 

With ev’ry wind he fail’d, and well could tack : 15 
Had many pendents, but abhorr’d a Jack 1. 

He’s gone, although his friends began to hope, 
That he might yet be lifted by a rope. 

* Two villages near the Tea, where boatmen and Teamen live. 

■f It was Tiid he died of a dropfy, 

X A cant word for a Jacobin. 


Behold 















< <1 


MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 7 i 

Behold the awful bench on which he fat; 

He was as hard and pondYous wood as that: 20 

Y et, when his fand was out, we find at laft. 

That death has overfet him with a blaft. 

Our Boat is now fail’d to the Stygian ferry, 

1 here to lupply old Charon’s leaky wherry, 

Charon in him will ferry fouls to hell; 25 

A trade our Boat || hath practis’d here fo well : 
And Cerberus hath ready in his paws 

Both pitch and brimfione to fill up his flaws. 

Y et, ipite of death and fate, I here maintain 

YVe may place Boat in his old poA again. go 

The way is thus, and well deferves your thanks : 
Take the three flrongeft of his broken planks ; 

Fix them on high, confpicuous to be feen, 

Form d like the triple-tree near Stephen’s * green ; 
And when we view it thus with thief at end on’t, 35 

Y e’ll cry, Look, there’s our Boat, and there’s the 

pendent. 


The EPITAPH. 


JTERE lies Judge Boat within a coffin : 
Pray gentlefolks forbear your fcoffing. 
Boat a judge ! yes, where’s the blunder ? 
wooden judge is no fuch wonder. 

And in his robes you muff agree, 

No Boat was better deck’d than he. 

Tis needlefs to deferibe him fuller, 

In fliort, he was an able fcullcr f. 



H In hanging people zs a judge. 

* Where the Dublin callows ftands. 

‘f W hether the author fiLi'ar. and wilfully 
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A receipt to reftore STELLA s youth. 

Written in the year 1724-j. 


rpHE Scottifh hinds, too poor to houfe 
\ In froftv nights their ftarving cows. 

While not a blade of grafs or hay 
Appears from Michaelmas to May, 

Mull let their cattle range in vain S 

For food along the barren plain. 

Meagre and lank with faffing grown, 

And nothing left but fkin and bone; 

Expos’d to want, and wind, and weather. 

They juft keep life and foul together, I o 

Till fummer-lhow’rs and ev’ning’s dew 
Attain the verdant glebe renew ; 

And as the vegetable rife. 

The famifh’d cow her want fupplies: 

Without an ounce of laft year’s flefh ; 15 

Whate’er fhe gains is young and frefli; 

Grows plump and round, and full of mettle, 

As rifing from Medea’s kettle, 

With youth and beauty to inchant 
Europa’s counterfeit gallant *. 20 

Why, Stella, fliould you knit your brow, 

If I compare you to the cow ? 

’Tis juft the cafe ; for you have faffed 
So long, till all your fidli is wafted, 

And muft againlt the warmer days 25 

Be fent to Quilca f down to graie; 

* Jupiter is fabled to have (tolen Europa in the (hape of a bull. 

-|- Dr. Sheridan’s licufe, feven or eijjht miles from Dublin. 

Where 
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Where mirth, and exercife, and air, 

Will foon your appetite repair : 

The nutriment will from within, 

Round all your body, plump your ikin ; 
Will agitate the lazy flood, 

And fill your veins with fprightly blood : % 

Nor flefli nor blood will be the fame, 

Nor ought of Stella but the name , 

For what was ever underflood 
By human kind, but flelli and blood ? 

And if your flefli and blood be new. 

You'll be no more the former you ; 

But for a blooming nymph will pafs, 

Jult fifteen, coming fummer’s grafs. 

Your jetty locks with garlands crown’d: 
While all the Tquires for nine miles round, 
Attended by a brace of curs, 

With jockv boots and filver fpurs, 

No lefs than jufiices o’ quorum , 

Their cow-boys bearing cloaks before ’em, 
Shall leave deciding broken pates. 

To kifs your Reps at Quilca gates. 

But left you fhould my fkill difgrace, 

Come back before you’re out of cafe : 

For if to Michaelmas you ftay, 

The new-born flefli will melt away; 

The ’fquires in fcorn will fly the houfe 
For better game, and look for groufe; 

But here, before the froft can mar it. 

We'll make it firm with beef and claret. 
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Whitshed’s r motto on his coach*. 

LIBERTAS ET NATALE SOLUM. 

Liberty and my native country. 

Written in the year 1724. 

J J Ibertas ct natale folum : 

Fine words ! I wonder where you Role ’em. 
Could nothing, but thy chief reproach, 

Serve for a motto on thy coach ? 

But let me now thy words tranflate : 5 

Natale folum, my eftate ; 

My dear eftate, how well I love it; 

My tenants, if you doubt, will prove it : 

They fwear I am fo kind and good, 

I hug them, till I fqueeze their blood. IQ 

Libert as bears a large import : 

Fir ft, how to fwagger in a court; 

And, fecondly, to fhew my fury 
Againft an uncomplying jury ; 

And, thirdly, ’tis a new invention 15 

To favour W ood, and keep my penfion ; 

And, fourthly, ’tis to play an odd trick, 

Get the great feal, and turn out Brod’rick ; 

And, fifthly, (you know whom I mean) 

To humble that vexatious Dean ; 2© 

And, fixthly, for my foul to barter it f, 

For fifty times its worth, to Carteret J. 

Now fince your motto thus you conftrue, 

I muft confefs you’ve fpoken once true. 

Libert as et natale folum. 

You had good reafon, when you ftole ’em. 

* a he noted Chiet JuQice who twice profecuted the Drapie^, and 
diifolved the grand jury for not finding the bill agiinft him. See his 
letters, in vol. 3. and 4. 

"f (•’•*• Liberty to barter his foul, 
j Lotd Carteret, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 
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Sent by Dr. Delany to Dr. Swift, in or¬ 
der to be admitted to fpeak to him, when 
he was deaf. 


Written in the year 1724. 


TV Ear Sir, I think ’tis doubly hard, 

^ Your ears and doors lliould both be barr’d. 
Can any thing be more unkind ? 

Mu ft I not fee, ’caufe you are blind ? 

Methinks, a friend at night fhould cheer you, 5 
A friend that loves to fee and hear you. 

Why am I robb’d of that delight, 

When you can be no lofer by’t ? 

Nay, when ’tis plain (for what is plainer?) 

That if you heard, you’d be no gainer. 10 

For fure you are not yet to learn, 

That hearing is not your concern ; 

Then be your doors no longer barr’d : 

Your bulinefs, Sir, is to be heard. 



The ANSWER. 

'TTIE wife pretend to make it clear, 

Tis no great lofs to lofe an ear. 

Why are we then fo fond of two, 

When, by experience, one would do. 

K 2 ’Tis 
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’Tis true, fay they, cut ofF the head, 5 

And there’s an end; the man is dead; 

Becaufe, among all human race, 
iMone e’er was known to have a brace ; 

But confidently they maintain, 

That where we find the members twain, I® 

The lofs of one is no fuch trouble. 

Since t'other will in ftrength be double. 

The limb furviving, you may fwear, 

Become’s his brother’s lawful heir. 

Thus, for a trial let me beg of 15 

Your Rev’rence but to cut one leg off; 

And you fliall find by this device. 

The other will be ftronger twice ; 

For ev’ry day you fhall be gaining 

New vigour to the leg remaining : 20 

So, when an eye hath lofb its brother. 

You fee the better with the other: 

Cut offyour hand, and you may do 
With t’other hand the work of two : 

Becaufe the foul her power contrails, 25 

And on the brother-limb rcafis. 

But yet the point is not fo clear in 
Another cafe, the fenfe of hearing ; 

For though the place of either ear 

Be cliltant as one head can bear ; 30 

Yet Galen moft acutely fhews you, 

Confult his book de par tiara itfn). 

That from each ear, as he obferves, 

There crept two auditory nerves, 

Not to be feen without a glafs, 35 

Which near the os petro/um pafs ; 

Thence to the neck; and moving thorough there 
One goes to this, and one to t’other ear, 

Which made my grand-dame always fluff her ears. 
Both right and left, as fellow-fufferers. 40 

You fee my learning ; but to fhorten it, 

When my left ear was deaf a fortnight,. 


To 
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To t’other ear I felt it coming on : 

And thus I folve this hard phenomenon. 

Tis true, a glafs will bring fupplies 45 

To weak, or old, or clouded eyes : 

Your arms* though both your eyes were loft, 
Would guard your noi'c againft a poll:: 

Without your legs, two legs of wood 

Are ftronger, and almoft as good : jo 

And as for hands, there have been thofe, 

Who wanting both, have us’d their toes * ; 

But no contrivance yet appears 
To furnifli artificial ears. 


A quiet Life and a good Name. 
To a friend who married a flirew. 


Written in the year 1724. 


"M'Ell fcoldcd in fo loud a din, 

That Will durft hardly venture in : 

He mark’d the conjugal difpute ; 

Nell roar’d inceflant, Dick fat mute; 

Rut when he faw his friend appear, 

Cry’d bravely, patience, good my dear. 

At fight of Will {he bawl’d no more, 

Rut hurry’d out, and clapp’d the door. 

Why Dick ! the devil’s in thy Nell, 
(Quoth Will), thy houfe is worfe than hell: 


10 


* There was about this time a man (hewed, who wrote with his 
foot. 

Why, 
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Why, what a peal the jade has rung ! 

Damn her, why don’t you flit her tongue ? 

For nothing elfe will make it ceafe. 

Dear Will, I fuffer this for peace : 

I never quarrel with my wife ; 15 

I bear it for a quiet life, 

Scripture, you know, exhorts us to it; 

Bids us to feek peace> and enfae it. 

Will went again to vifit Dick ; 

And entering in the very nick, 2® 

He faw virago Nell belabour. 

With Dick’s own ftaff, his peaceful neighbour : 
Poor Will who needs muif interpofe, 

Receiv’d a brace or two of blows. 

Bur now, to make my ftory fliort, 25 

Will drew out Dick to take a quart. 

Why, Dick, thy wife has dev’lilh whims'; 

Odfbubs, why don’t you break her limbs ? 

If fhe were mine and had fuch tricks, 

I’d teach her how to handle fticks : 3 ° 

Z—ds, I would lhip her to Jamaica, 

Or truck the carrion for tobacco ; 

I’d fend her far enough away- 

Dear Will; but what would people fay ? 

Lord ! I fliould get fo ill a name, 35 

The neighbours round would cry out, fhame, 

Dick fuller’d for his peace and credit; 

But who believ’d him when he faid it ? 

Can he who makes himfelf a flave, 

Confult his peace, or credit fave ? 40 

Dick found it by his ill fuccefs, 

His quiet fmall, his credit lefs. 

She ferv’d him at the ufual rate ? 

She flunn’d, and then fhe broke his pate. 

And what he thought the hardeft cafe, 

The parifh jeer’d him to his face ; 


45 

Thofe 
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Thofe men who wore the breeches leaft. 
Call’d him a cuckold, fool, and beaft. 

At home he was purfu’d with noife ; 
Abroad was pefter’d by the boys : 

Within his wife would break his bones; 
Without, they pelted him with Hones: 
The ’prentices procur’d a riding * 

To a<R his patience, and her chiding. 

Falfe patience and miftaken pride * 
There are ten thoufand Dicks beiide; 
Slaves to their quiet and good name 
Are us’d like Dick, and bear the blame. 


79 


5 ° 


5 ! 


* A riding, a humorous cavalcade Hill praftifcd in Tome parts of 
England, to ricicule a folding wife and hen-pecked hufband. A w*o- 
man beftrides the horle, and with a ladle chadife? a man,, who (its 
on a pillion behind her, with his (ace to the horfe’s tail. 


[Some ingenious gentlemen, friends to the author, 
ufed to entertain themfelves with writing riddles, and 
fending them to him and their other acquaintance : 
copies of which ran about, and fome of them were 
printed both in England and Ireland. The author at 
his leifure-hours fell into the fame amufement: al¬ 
though it be faid. that he thought them of no great 
merit, entertainment, or ufe. However, by the ad¬ 
vice of fome perfons, for whom the nthor had a great 
elteem, and who were pleafed to fend the copies, the 
few following have been publilhed, (which are allowed 
to be genuine) ; becaufe wc are informed that feveral 
good judges have a tafte for fuch kind of compofi- 
tions. 


A 
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A RIDDLE. 


Written in the year 1724. 

I. 

TN youth exalted high in air, 

Or bathing in the waters fair, 

Nature to form me took delight, 

And clad my body all in white : 

My perfon tall and {lender wafte, 5 

On either fide with fringes grace’d; 

Till me that tyrant man efpy'd, 

And dragg’d me from my mother’s fide ; 

No wonder now I look fo thin ; 

The tyrant ftripp’d me to the fldn : m 

My lkin he flay’d, my hair he cropt ; 

At head and foot my body lopt : 

And then with heart more hard than ftone, 

He pick’d my marrow from the bone. 

To vex me more, he took a freak T ~ 

To flit my tongue, and make me fpeak :■ 

But that which wonderful appears, 

I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears. 

He oft employs me in difguife. 

And makes me tell a thoufand lies: as 

To me he chiefly gives in trull 
To pleafe his malice, or his lull. 

From me no fecret lie can hide : 

I fee his vanity and pride : 

And my delight is to expofe 25 

His follies to his greateft foes. 


All 
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All languages I can command, 

Yet not a word 1 understand. 

Without my aid the belt divine 

In learning would not know a line : 30 

The lawyer muft forget his pleading: 

The fcholar could not lhew his reading. 

Nay, man my matter is my Have : 

I give command to kill or fave 

Can grant ten thoufand pounds a-year, 35 

And make a beggar’s brat a peer. 

But while I thus my life relate, 

1 only hatten on my fate, 

My tongue is black, my mouth is furr’d, 

I hardly now can force a word. 40 

I die unpitied and forgot, 

And on fome dunghill left to rot. 




11. 

ANOTHER. 

A LL-ruling tyrant of the earth, 

1 o vileft flaves I owe my birth. 

How is the greateft monarch blefs’d, 

When in my gaudy livery drefs’d ! 

No haughty nymph has power to run 5 

From me, or my embraces lhun. 

Stabb’d to the heart, condemn’d to flame, 

My conftancy is ftill the lame. 

The fav’rite meflenger of Jove *, 

And Lemnian god f confulting ftrovc ia 


* Mercury. 

Vol. VIII. 


*t* Vulcan. 

L 


Te 
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To make me glorious to the fight 
Of mortals, and the gods delight. 

Soon would their altars flame expire, 

If I refus’d to lend them fire. 








MI. 

ANOTHER. 

T)Y fate exalted high in place, 

Lo, here I ftand with double face ; 
Superior none on earth I find ; 

But fee below me all mankind. 

Yet, as it oft attends the great, 

I almofl: fink with my own weight. 

At every motion undertook, 

The vulgar all confult my look. 

I fometimes give advice in 'writing, 
But never of my own inditing. 

I am a courtier in my way, 

For thofe who rais’d me, I betray ; 
And fome give out that I entice 
To luft, and luxury, and dice ; 

Who punishments on me inflict, 
Becaufe they find their pockets pick’d. 

By riding poft I lofe my health ; 
And only to get others wealth. 


5 
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IV. 

ANOTHER. 

"DEcaufe I am by nature blind , 

^ I wifely chufe to walk behind ; 

However, to avoid difgrace, 

I let no creature fee my free. 

My words are few, but fpoke with fenfe ; 5 

And yet my freaking gives offence: 

Or, if to whifper I prefume. 

The company will fly the room. 

By all the world I am oppreft y 

And my opprejftm gives them reft . 10 

Through me, though fqre againft my will, 
Jnflriulors ev’ry art inftil. 

By thousands I am fold and bought , 

Who neither get, nor lofe a groat; 

For none, alas, by me can gain, I 

But thofe who give me greatcjl pain , 

Shall man prefume to be my matter, 

Who’s but my caterer and tafter ? 

Yet though I always have my will, 

I’m but a mere dep aider ft ill : 20 

An humble hanger-on at bell ; 

Of whom all people make a jeft. 

In me detractors feck to find 
Two vices of a different kind : 

I’m too profufe, fome cens’rers cry, 25 

And all I get, I let it fly : 

While others give me many a curfe, 

Becaufe too clofe I hold my purfe . 

L 2 Put 


Vi 
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But this I know, in either cafe 

They dare not charge me to my face. 03 

’Tis true indeed, fometimes I Jave, 

Sometimes run cut of all I have ; 

But when the year is at an end, 

Computing what I get and Jpend , 

My goings out, and comings in, 35 

I cannot find I lofe or win ; 

And therefore all that know me fay, 

I juftly keep the middle way. 

I’m always by my betters led ; 

I laft get up , am firft abed ; 40 

Though, if I rife before my time , 

The learn’d in fciences fublime 
Confult the ftars, and thence foretell 
Good luck to thofe with whom I dwell. 




v. 

ANOTHER. 


'TTIE joy of man, the pride of brutes, 
**- Domeftic fubjeft for difputes. 

Of plenty thou the emblem fair, 

Adorn’d by nymphs with all their care ; 

I faw thee rais’d to high renown, 
Supporting half the Britilli crown ; 

And often have I leen thee grace 
The chafte Diana’s infant-face; 

And whenfoe’er you pleafe to fhine, 

Lefs ufeful is her light than thine : 

Thy num’rous fingers know their way, 
And oft in Celia’s treiles play. 


To 
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To place thee in another view, 

Ill ihew the world ilrange things and true; 
What lords and dames of high degree 
May ju Illy claim their birth from thee. 

The foul of man with lpleen you vex; 

Of fpleen you cure the female lex. 

Thee for a gift the courtier fends 
With pleafure to his fpecial friends: 

He gives ; and with a gen’rous pride. 
Contrives all means the gift to hide : 

Nor oft can the receiver know, 

Whether he has the gift or no. 

On airy wings you take your flight. 

And fly unfeen both day and night; 

Conceal your form with various tricks ; 

And few know how or where you fix. 

Yet fome, who ne’er bellow’d thee, boaft 
That they to others give thee moft, 

Mean time, the wife a queftion flart, 

If thou a real being art ; 

Or but a creature of the brain, 

That gives imaginary pain : 

But the fly giver better knows thcc ; 

Who feels true joy when he bellows thee. 

V V* V V •£• V V* ❖ •£ 

VI. 

ANOTHER. 

r I "I lough I, alas ! a pris’ner be, 

My trade is pris’ners to fet free. 

No Have his Lord’s commands obeys 
With fuch inlinuating ways. 

My genius piercing, fharp, and bright, 
Wherein the men of wit delight. 
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The clergy keep me for their cafe, 

And turn and wind me as they pleafe. 

A new and wondrous art I fhow 

Of railing fpirits from below ; io 

In fcarlet fome, and fome in white : 

They rife, walk round, yet never fright. 

In at each mouth the fpirits pafs, 

Diftin&ly feen as through a glafs : 

O’er head and body make a rout, 15 

And drive at laft all fecrets out: 

And Rill the more I fhow my art, 

The more they open ev’ry heart. 

A greater chymift none than I, 

Who, from materials hard and dry, 20 

Have taught men to extract with ikill 
More precious juice than from a ftilL 

Although Lm often out of cafe, 

Im not afham’d to fhow my face. 

Though at the tables of the great, 25 

I near the fide-boad take my feat ; 

Yet the plain ’fquire. when dinner’s done. 

Is never pleas’d till I make one: 

He kindly bids me near him ftand; 

And often take me by the hand, 30 

I twice a-day a-hunting go ; 

Nor ever fail to feize my foe; 

And when I have him by the pole, 

I drag him upwards from his hole, 

Though fome are of fo fhibborn kind, 35 

I’m force’d to leave a limb behind. 

I hourly wait fome fatal end ; 

For I can break, but fcorn to bend. 


VII. ANO- 
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VII. 

ANOTHER. 

The Gulf of all human Pofleffions. 

Written in the year 1724. 

POme hither and behold the fruits, 

^ Vain man, of all thy vain purfuits. 

Take wife advice, and look behind, 

Bring all paft adtions to thy mind. 

Here you may fee, as in a glafs, 5 

How loon all human pleafures pals. 

How will it mortify thy pride, 

To turn the true impartial lide ! 

How will your eyes contain their tears. 

When all the fid reverfe appears ! 10 

This cave within its womb confines 
The laft refult of all defigns: 

Here lie depofited the fpoils 
Of bufy mortals endlefs toils: 

Here, with an eafy fearch, we find 15 

The foul corruptions of mankind. 

The wretched purchafe here behold 
Of traitors who their country fold. 

This gulf infatiable imbibes 
The lawyers fees, the ftatefman’s bribes. 20 

Here, in their proper lhape anil mien, 

Fraud, perjury, and guilt are feen. 


Neceflity, 
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Necefiity, the tyrant’s law, 

All human race mufi: hither draw; 

All prompted by the fame defire. 

The vig’rous youth and aged fire. 
Behold, the coward and the brave. 

The haughty prince, the humble Have, 
Phyfician, lawyer, and divine, 

All make oblations as this fhrine. 

Some enter boldly, fome by health, 

And leave behind their fruitlels wealth. 
For while the bafhful fylvan maid, 

As half afham’d, and half afraid, 
Approaching finds it hard to part 
With that which dwelt fo near her heart 
The courtly dame, unmov’d by fear, 
Profufely pours her offerings here. 

A treafure here of learning lurks, 
Huge heaps of never-dying works ; 
Labours of many an ancient fage. 

And millions of the prefent age. 

In at this gulf all off’rings pafs. 

And lie an tmdftinguilh’d mafs. 
Deucalion, to reftore mankind, 

Was bid to throw the ftones behind ; 

So thofe who here their gifts convey, 
Are force’d to look another way ; 

For few, a chofen few, mufi: know 
The myfteries that lie below. 

Sad charncl-houfe ! a difmal dome, 
For which all mortals leave their home ; 
The young, the beautiful, and brave. 
Here bury’d in one common grave ; 
Where each fupply of dead renews 
Unwholefome damps, offeniive dews : 
And lo ! the writing on the wall9 
Points out where each new victim falls ; 
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The food of worms, and beafts obfcene, 
Who round the vault luxuriant reign. 

See where thofe mangled corpfes lie, 
Condemn’d by female hands to die ; 

A comely dame once clad in white, 

Lies there confign’d to cndlefs night; 

By cruel hands her blood was fpilt, 

And yet her wealth was all her guilt. 

And here fix virgins in a tomb. 

All beauteous offspring of one womb, 

Oft in the train of Venus feen, 

As fair and lovely as their queen : 

In royal garments each was dreft, 

Each with a gold and purple veft; 

I faw them of their garments ftript; 
Their throats were cut, their bellies ript; 
Twice were they bury’d, twice were born, 
Twice from their fepulchres were torn; 
But now difmember’d here are caft. 

And find a refting-place at laft. 

Here oft the curious trav’ler finds 
The combat of oppofing winds : 

And feeks to learn the l'ecret caufe. 
Which alien feems from nature's laws; 
Why, at this cave’s tremendous mouth. 
He feels at once both north and fouth: 
Whether the winds in caverns pent 
Thro’ clefts oppugnant force a vent; 

Or whether, op’ning all her ftorcs. 

Fierce iEolus in tempefi: roars. 

Yet from this mingled mafs of things 
In time a new creation fprings. 

Thefe crude materials once ihall rife 
To fill the earth, and air, and Ikies: 

Vo l. VIII. M 
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In various forms appear again 
Of vegetables, brutes, and men. 

So Jove pronounce’d among the gods, 
Olympus trembling as he nods. 


VIII. 

A N 0 T II E R. 

LOUISA to STREPHON. 


Written in the Year 1724. 


H, Stre'pIiOh, how can you defpile 



^ Her who without thy pity dies ? 
To Strephon I have {till been true. 
And of as noble blood as you ; 

Fair iffue of the genial bed, 

A virgin in thy bofom bred ; 
Embrace’d thee clofer than a wife ; 
When thee I leave, I leave my life. 
Why lhould my fhepherd take amifs. 
That oft I wake thee with a kifs ? 

Y r et you of ev’ry kifs complain ; 

Ah, is net love .1 pleafing pain ? 

A pain which ev’ry happy night 
\ ou cure with eafe and with delight; 
With pleafure, as the poet lings, 

Too great for mortals lefs than kings. 

Chloe, when on thy brealt I lie, 
Obferves me with revengeful eye : 
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If Chloe o’er thy heart prevails, 

She’ll tear me with her defp’rate nails ; 20 

And with relentlels hands deftroy 
The tender pledges of our joy. 

Nor have I bred a fpurious race ; 

They all were born from thy embrace. 

Confider, Strephon, what you do ; 25 

For fhould I die for love of you, 

I’ll haunt thy dreams, a bloodlefs glioft ; 

And all my kin, a num’rous holl, 

Who down direct our lineage bring 

From vigors o’er the Memphian King ; 30 

Renown’d in fleges and campaigns, 

Who never fled the bloody plains, 

Who in tempefluous feas can fport, 

And fcorn the pleafures of a court ; 

From whom great Sylla found his doom ; 35 

Who fcourg’d to death that lcourgc of Romo, 

Shall on thee take a vengeance dire; 

Thou, like Alcidcs ilialt expire, 

When his invenom’d fhirt lie wore. 

And ikin and flelli in pieces tore. 40 

Nor lefs that fhirt, my rival’s gift. 

Cut from the piece that made her fhift. 

Shall in thy dcarelt blood be dy’d, 

And make thee tear thy tainted hide. 


M 2 




IX. ANO- 





A N O T H E R. 

Written in the year 1725. 

TSEpriv’cl of root, and branch, and rind. 

Yet flow’rs I bear of ev’ry kind; 

And fuch is my prolific pow’r, 

They bloom in lefs than half an hour : 

Yet ftanders-by may plainly fee 5 

They get no nourilhment from me. 

My head with giddinefs goes round : 

And yet I firmly hand my ground : 

All over naked I am feen, 

And painted like an Indian queen. ic 

No couple-beggar in the land 

E’er join’d fuch numbers hand in hand ; 

I join them fairly with a ring; 

Nor can our parfon blame the thing: 

And though no marriage-words are fpoke, 15 
They part not till the ring is broke, 

Yet hypocrite fanatics cry, 

I’m but an idol rais’d on high; 

And once a weaver in our town, 

A damn’d Cromwellian, knock’d me down. 2© 
I lay a pris’ner twenty years. 

And then the jovial cavaliers 
To their old poft reftor’d all three, 

I mean the church, the king, and me. 


Verses 











MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 


93 



Verses on the upright Judge who con¬ 
demned the Drapier’s Printer. 


Written in the year 1724. 

r T^HE church I hate, and have good reafon ; 

JL For there my grandfire cut his weazon : 
He cut his weazon at the altar; 

1 keep my gullet for the halter. 




On the Same. 

TN church your grandfire cut his throat: 
A To do the job too long he tarry’d ; 

He Ihould have had my hearty vote. 

To cut his throat before he marry’d. 


xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 


On the Same. 

{The Ji>dge fpeaks.) 

T ’M not the gr^ndfon of that afs Quin *, 
* Nor can you prove it, Mr Pafquin. 
My grand-dame had gallants by twenties, 
And bore my mother by a ’prentice; 


* An alderman. 


This 
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This when my grandiire knew, they tell us he 
In Chrift-church cut his throat for jealoufy. 
And, iince the alderman was mad you fay, 
Then mu ft I be fo too, ex traduce . 





A Simile cn our want of Silver, and the 
only way to remedy it. 

Written in the year 1725. 

A S when of old fome fore’refs threw 
O’er the moon’s face a fable hue, 

To drive unlecn her magic chair. 

At midnight, through the darken’d air; 

Wife people, who believ’d with reafon, 5 

That this eclipfe was out of feafon, 

Affirm’d the moon was Tick, and fell 
To cure her by a counter-fpell. 

Ten thoufand cymbals now begin 

To rend the ikies with brazen din; 10 

The cymbal’s rattling founds difpel 

The cloud, and drive the hag to hell: 

The moon, deliver’d from her pain, 

Difplays her filver face again. 

(Note here, that in the chymic ftyle, 15 

'The moon is (liver all this while). 

So (if my fimile you minded, 

Which I confefs is too long winded) 

When late a feminine magician *, 

Join’d with a brazen politician, 20 

Expos’d, to blind the nation’s eyes, 

A parchment of prodigious flze f ; 
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Conceal’d behind that ample fcreen, 

There was no filver to be feen. 

But to this parchment let the Drapier 
Oppofe his counter-charm of paper. 

And ring Wood’s copper in our ears 
So loud, till all the nation hears : 

That found will make the parchment fhrivel. 
And drive the conj’rers to the devil: 

And when the iky is grown ferene. 

Our filver will appear again. 
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On V OOD the Ironmonger. 


Written in the year 1725. 


O Almoneus, as the Grecian tale is, 

^ Was a mad copperfinith of Elis ; 

Up at his forge by morning-peep. 

No creature in the lane could flcep. 
Among a crew of royft’ring fellows 
Would fit whole ev’nings at the aiehoufe: 
His wife and children wanted bread, 
While he went always drunk to bed. 

This vap’ring fcab mud needs devife 
To ape the thunder of the ikies: 

With brafs too fiery fteeds he ihod. 

To make a clatt’ring as they trod. 

Of polifh’d brafs his flaming car 
lake lightning dazzled from afar; 

And up he mounts into the box, 

And he mull: thunder, with a pox, 

Then furious he begins his march. 

Drives rattling o’er a brazen arch : 


5 


10 
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With fquibs and crackers arm’d to throw 
Among the trembling croud below. 

All ran to pray ’rs, both priefts and laity, 

To pacify this angry deity; 

When Jove, in pity to the town, 

With real thunder knock’d him down. 

Then what a huge delight were all in. 

To lee the wicked varlet fprawling ? 

They fearch’d his pockets on the place, 

And found his copper all was bafe; 

They laugh’d at fuch an Irilh blunder. 

To take the noile of brafs for thunder. 30 

The moral of this tale is proper, 

Applv’d to Wood’s adul’trate copper : 

Which, as he fcatter’d, we like dolts 
Miftook at firft for thunderbolts ; 

Before the Drapier (hot a letter. 35 

(Nor Jove himfelf could do it better), 

Which lighting on th’ impoftor’s crown. 

Like real thunder knock’d him down. 




Wood an Insect. 


Written in the year 1725. 

B Y long obfervation I have underftood, 

That two little vermin are kin to Will. Woou. 
The firll is an infect they call a wood-loufe. 

That folds up itfelf in it!elf for a koufe, 

As round as a ball, without head, without tail, j 
Inclos’d cap-a-pee in a ftrong coat of mail. 

And thus William Wood to my fancy appears 
In fillets of brafs roll’d up to liis ears: 


And 


*0 














97 


MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

And over thefe fillets he wifely has thrown. 

To keep out of danger, a doublet of ftone * io 

The loufe of the wood for a med’eine is us’d, 

Or fwallow’d alive, or lkilfully bruis’d. 

And let but our mother Hibernia contrive 
To fwallow Will Wood either bruis’d or alive, 

She need be no more with the jaundice poiTeft, 15 
Or lick of obftru&ion?, and pains in her cheft. 

The next is an infeel we call a wood-worm, 

That lies in old wood like a hare in her form : 
With teeth or with claws it will bite or will fcratch ; 
And chambermaids chriften this worm a death- 
watch ; 20 

Eecaufe, like a watch, it always cries click : 

Then wo be to thofe in the houfe who are lick ; 
For, as fure as a gun, they will give up the ghoft, 
If the maggot cries click, when it fcratches the poll. 
But a kettle of fealding hot water injected 25 

Infallibly cures the timber affected : 

The omen is broken, the danger is over; 

The maggot will die, and the lick will recover. 

Such a worm was Will Wood, when he fcratch’d 
at the door 

Of a governing flatefman or favourite whore : 30 
The death of our nation he feem’d to foretell, 

And the found of his brafs we took for our knell. 
But now fince the Drapicr hath heartily maul’d 
him, 

I think the belt thing we can do is to feald him. 
For which operation there’s nothing more proper 3 ^ 
Than the liquor he deals in, his own melted capppr ; 


* He was in jail for debt. 

VOL. VlII. 
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Unlefs, like the Dutch, you rather would boil 
This coiner of raps * in a cauldron of oil. 

Then cliufe which you pleafe, and let each bring a 
faggot. 

For our fear’s at an end with the death of the mag¬ 
got. 40 

§*§*§*#*#*#•§•# *%*%•% *'l 

To Q^U I L C A. 

A Country-House cf Dr. Sheridan, 
in no very good repair, where the: flip po¬ 
led author, and feme of his friends, Ipent 
a fummer in the year 1725. 

L ET me thy properties explain : 

A rotten cabbin, dropping rain : 

Chimneys with fcorn reje&ing fmoke ; 

Stools, tables, chairs, and bedfteads broke. 

Mere elements have loft thdr.ufes, 5 

Air ripens not, nor earth produces; 

In vain we make poor Sheelah * toil. 

Fire will not roaft, nor water boil. 

Through all the valleys, hills, and plains. 

The goddefs Want in triumph reigns ; 10 

And her chief officers of ftate, 

Sloth, Dirt, and lheft, around * her wait 

* A cant-word in Ireland for a counterfeit halfpenny. 

* An lriHi name. 


HORACE, 
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HORACE, Ode 14. Book i. paraphnfed, 
and infcribed to Ireland. 


Written in the year 1725-6. 

The INSCRIPTION. 

Poor floating ifle y tofs'd on ill fortune's waves , 
Ordain'd by fate to be the land of faves ; 

Shall moving Delos now deep-rooted fland; 

Thou , fix’d of o!d y be now the moving Land ? 
Although the metaphor be worn andflale. 

Betwixt a flute, and veflil under fail; 

Let me fuppofe thee for a fhip a while , 

And thus addrefs thee in the failor's fly It* 

1. T TNhappy fhip, thou art return’d in vain: 

New waves fliall drive thee to the deep a- 
gain. 

Look to thyfelf, and be no more the fport 

2. Of giddy winds, but make fome friendly port. 

3. Loft are thy oars, that us’d thy courfe to guide. 
Like faithful councilors on either fide. 

4. Thy maft, which like fome aged patriot ftood 
The fingle pillar for his country’s good, 

1. 0 navis , referent in marc te novi 

FluFlus. 

2 . - For titer occupa 

Portum . 

3. Nudum remigio latus. 

4. - Mains eeleri faudits Africa . 
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To lead thee, as a ftafF directs the blind, 

Behold it cracks by yon rough eaftern wind, 

5. Your cables bur ft, and you muft quickly feel 
The waves impetuous enter at your keel. 

Thus, commonwealths receive a foreign yoke, 
When the ftrong cords of union once are broke; 

6. Torn by a hidden temped: is thy fail. 

Expanded to invite a milder gale. 

As when fome writer in a public caufe 
His pen to fave a finking nation draws, 

While all is calm, his arguments prevail; 

The people’s voice expands his paper fail; 
i 211 pow’r difcharging all her ftormy bags, 
Flutters the feeble pamphlet into rags. 

1 he nation fear’d, the author doom'd to death. 
Who fondly put his truft in pop’Iar breath. 

A larger facrifice in vain you vow ; 

7* There’s not a pow’r above will help you now : 

A nation thus, who oft heav’n’s call neglefts, 

In vain from injur’d heav’n relief experts. 

S. ’Twill not avail, when thy ftrong ftdes are 
broke. 

1 hat thy defeent is from the Britifh oak ; 

Or, when your name and family youboaft, 
From fleets triumphant o’er the Gallic coaft. 
Such was Ierne’s claim, as juft as thine. 

Her fonsdefeended from the Britifli line ; 

5. - Ac fine funibus. 

Fix dura re carincc 
Pejfhtt dmperiofius 

JP.quor ? 

6 . Non tibi funt in teg r a /in tea. 

7. Non dii , quos itcrum prejfa voces mah. 

H Shicmivis Portion pinus, 

Syfaa: f!ia nobilis. 


Her 
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Her matchiefs fons, whofe valour hill remains 
On French records for twenty long campaigns: 
Yet from an emprefs now a captive grown, 

She lav'd Britannia’s rights, and loft her own. 

p. In fhips decay'd no mariner confides, 

Lur’d by the gilded Item and painted tides; 

Yet at a ball unthinking fools delight 
In the gay trappings of a birthday-night : 

They on the bold brocades and fatins rav’d. 
And quite forgot their country was inflav’d. 

10. Dear veflel, frill be to thy fteerage juft; 

Nor change thy courfe with ev’ry fudden guft. 
Like fupple patriots of the modern fort, 

Who turn with ev’ry gale that blows from court. 

11 . Weary and fea-fick when in thee confin’d, 
Now for thy fafety cares diftract my mind; 

As thofe who long have ftood the ftorms of 

ftate. 

Retire, yet hill bemoan their country’s fate. 
Beware, and when you hear the furges roar, 
Avoid the rocks on Britain’s angry fliore, 

They lie, alas ! too eafy to be found ; 

For thee alone they lie the ifland round. 

9. Nil pi 61 is tirrii ius navita puppilus. 

10. Fiiit ; tu , nifi ventis 
Debes ludibriurriy cave, 
i 1 . Nupcr folicitum qua: mihi t tedium, 

Nunc defiderium, curaquc n:n lev is, 
lnterfufj nitentes 
J ites tequora Cychdas. 


On 
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On reading Dr. Young’s fatires called the 
Universal Passion, by which he 
means Pride. 


Written in the year 1726. 


TF there be truth in what you Ting, 

Such godlike virtues in the King; 

A minifter # fo fill’d with zeal 
And wifdom for the common weal : 

If he f who in the chair prelides, 5 

So Readily the fenate guides : 

If others whom you make your theme. 

Are feconds in this glorious fcheme : 

If ev’ry peer whom you commend, 

To worth and learning be a friend : 10 

If this be truth, as you atteft, 

What land was ever half fo bleft ? 

No falfehood now among the great. 

And tradefmen now no longer cheat ; 

Now on the bench fair Juftice fhines 15 

Her fcale to neither fide inclines ; 

Now Pride and cruelty are flown, 

And Mercy here exalts her throne. 

* Sir Robert Walpole. He was ptime minlfler of Hate to King 
Georg- I. and 11 . for above twenty y^ars. He was made a knight of 
the Bath in May 1725, and a Knight ol the Garter in May 1726 5 
was created Earl of Orford in Eebruary 1742, and died March iS. 
1745 . 

f Sir Spencer Compton, the Speaker of the heufe of Commons at 
that time. He was crea e t Baron of Wilmington ot SulT x, Janua¬ 
ry ii, 1727. and Earl of Wilmington, M*v 14. 1730. licdicd fiift 
Commiflioner of the Treafury, July 2. 1743* 


For 
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For fuch is good example’s power, 

It does its office ev’ry hour, 

Where governors are good and wife ; 

Or elfe the trueft maxim lies : 

For fo we find all ancient fages 
Decree, that, ad exemplum regis . 
Through all the realm his virtues run, 
Rip’ning and kindling like the fun, 

If this be true, then how much more. 
When you have nam'd at leaft a fcore 
Of courtiers, each in their degree. 

If poffible, as good as he ? 

Or, take it in a different view, 

I aik, (if what you fay be true). 

If you affirm the prefent age 
Deferves your fatire’s keeneft rage ; 

If that fame univerfal paffion 

Yv ith ev’ry vice hath fill’d the nation ; 

If virtue dares not venture down 
A {ingle ftep beneath the crown ; 

If clergymen, to (hew their wit, 

Fraile claffics more than holy writ; 

If bankrupts, when they are undone. 
Into the fenate-houfe can run. 

And fell their votes at fuch a rate 
As will retrieve a loft eftate ; 

If law be fuch a partial whore 
To fpare the rich and plague the poor: 
If thefe be of all crimes the worft, 

What land was ever half fo curs’d ? 


i°3 

20 
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35 


40 


45 


The 










The DOG and THIEF. 


Written in the year 1726. 

r\ Uoth the thief to the dog, Let me into your 
door, 

And I’ll give you thefe delicate bits, 

Quoth the dog, 1 ihould then be more villain than 
you’re, 

And befides muft be out of mv wits. 

Your delicate bits will notferve me a meal, 5 

But my matter each day gives me bread : 

You’ll fly, when you get what you came here to tteal. 
And I mutt be hang’d in your ttead. 

The ttockjobher thus from ’Change-alley goes down, 
And tips you, the freeman, a wink ; 10 

Let me have but your vote to ferve for the town. 
And here is a guinea to drink. 

Said the freeman, Your guinea to-night would be 
fpent: 

Your offers of brib’ry ceafe ; 

I'll vote for my landlord to whom I pay rent, 15 
Or elfe I may forfeit my leafe. 

From London they come filly people to choufe, 
Their lands and their faces unknown : 

Who’d vote a rogue into the parliament-houfe. 
That would turn a man out of his own? 20 

Advice 
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10; 

Advice to the Grubstreet Verse- 
writers. 


Written in the year 1726. 

Y E poets ragged and forlorn, 

Down from your garrets haftc ; 

Y e rhymers, dead as loon as born, 

Not yet coniign’d to pafte. 

I know a trick to make you thrive; 5 

O, ’tis a quaint device : 

Y"our ftillborn poems (hall revive. 

And i'corn to wrap up fpice. 

Get all your verfes printed fair, 

Then let them well be dry’d ; 10 

And Curll mull have a fpecial care 
To leave the margin wide. 

Lend thefe to paper-fparing Pope : 

And when he lits to write. 

No letter with an envelope * 15 

Could give him more delight. 

When Pope has fill’d the margins round. 

Why then recall your loan ; 

Sell them to Curll for fifty pound, 

And fwear they arc your own. 20 

* A blank cover. 


Vo L. VIII. 
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On 










On feeing VERSES written upon Win 
dows in Inns. 


J : 



Written in the year 1726. 


I. 

T HE fage who faid he fhould be proud 
Of windows in his bread:, 

Becaufe he ne’er one thought allow’d 
That might not be confefs’d ; 

His window fcrawl’d by ev’ry rake, 5 

His bread: again would cover, 

And fairly bid the devil take 
The diamond and the lover. 



II. 



IANOTHE R. 

T>Y Satan taught, all conj’rers know, 
Your miftrefs in a glafs to fhow. 
And you can do as much : 

In this the devil and you agree; 

None e’er made verfes worfe than he. 
And thine I fwear are fuch. 
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III. 


ANOTHER. 


^rHAT love is the devil, I’ll prove when requir’d ; 
**• Thofe rhymers abundantly fhow it : 

They fwear that they all by love are infpir’d, 

And the devil’s a damnable poet. 




IV. 

A N O T II E R. 


T HE church and clergy here, no doubt, 
Are very near a-kin ; 

Both weaiher-beaten are without, 

And empty both within. 


02 


A 




io8 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 



A Pastoral Dialogue between Rich- 
mond-Lodge and Marble-Hill *. 

Written June 1727, juft after the news of the 
late King’s death, to which time this note 
rrjuft alio be referre d. 


Richmond-Lodge is a houfe with a fmall 
park belonging to the crown. It was ufually 
granted by the crown for a leafe of years. The 
Duke of Ormond j was the laft who had it. Af¬ 
ter his exile, it was given to the Prince of Wales 
by the King. The Prince and Princels ufually paf- 
fed their fummer there. It is within a mile of 
Richmond. 


Mrdle-Hill is a houfe built by Mrs Howard, 
then ot the bedchamber, now Coun'tefs of Suffolk, 
d . <f*>om of the Stole to the Queen. It is on the 
Middldex fide near Twickenham, where Mr. Pope 
lives, and about two miles from Richmond-Lodge. 

S,GC t T i‘ S J’ eC V°r ntai "-- f0m ' nf t . he beft and fine!l portraits of Dr. 
Sui t, in three or f»ur mtterent attitudes, that ever were drawn. In 
we are alfo told, in his own ludicrous way, that he c-nerally |- pun . 
ged a breakteft once a-week tro.n tbc Princefs of Wales, ftne P Jate 

£■ 1 . .- ~ “>■ “• 


To cry the bre d was fh!e, and mutter 
“ Complaints a^ainft the royal butter/’ 


Swift, 


f James Butler Duke of Ormond, fuccceded John Duke ofMrrl- 
bnrough as Captain General in Queen Anne’s reign. He fled from 

v*no F° n ‘ he <ie ’" h iR I 7 , 4 ! and retired to A- 

vignon in France, where he died without iflhe in i 7 a,. His corn’e 

^brought to England, and interred in Weftmiufter abbey, May 22. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Pope was the contriver of the gardens, Lord 
Herbert the architect, and the Dean of St. Patrick’s 
chief butler, and keeper of the icehoufe. Upon 
King George’s death, thefe two houfes met, and 
had the following dialogue. 

■ 

|jN fpite of Pope, in fpite of Gay, 

And all that he or they can fay, 

Sing on I muft, and ling I will 

Or Richmond-Lodge and Marble-Hill. 

Laft Friday night, as neighbours ufe, 5 

This couple met to talk of news ; 

For by old proverbs it appears, 

That walls have tongues, and hedges cars. 

Marble-H. Quoth Marble-Hill, right well I ween. 
Your miftrefs now is grown a queen : 10 

You’ll find it foon by woful proof; 

She’ll come no more beneath your roof. 

Richmond-L. The kingly prophet well evinces, 
That we ihould put no truft in princes. 

My royal matter promis’d me 15 

To raife me to a high degree ; 

But now he's grown a king, God wot, 

I fear I fiiall be foon forgot. 

You fee, when folks have got their ends, 

IIow quickly they neglettt their friends; 20 

Yet I may fay, ’twixt me and you, 

Pray God they now may find as true. 

Marble-H. My houfe was built but for a fiiow, 
My lady’s empty pockets know ; 

And now Ihe will not have a {hilling 25 

To raife the flairs, or build the ceiling; 


•f* This p iem was cart led to court, and read to the king and queen. 

For 
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For all the courtly Madams round 
Now pay four Shillings in the pound ; 

Tis come to what I always thought: 

Mv dame is hardly Worth a groat. 30 

Had you and I been courtiers born, 

We fhould not thus have Iain forlorn : 

For thofe we dex’trous courtiers call, 

Can rife upon their mailer’s fall. 

But we unlucky and un wife 35 

Muil fall, becaufe our mailers rife. 

Richmond-L. My mailer fcarce a fortnight fince 
W as grown as wealthy as a prince ; 

But now it will be no fuch thing, 

For he’ll be poor as any king: 40 

And by his crown will nothing get; 

But like a king to run in debt. 

Marblc-H. No more the Dean, that grave divine, 

Shall keep the key of my no-wine ; 

My icehoufe rob, as heretofore, 50 

And ileal my artichoaks no more; 

Poor Patty Blount no more be feen 
Bedraggled in my walks fo green : 

Plump Johnny Gay will now elope ; 

And here no more will dangle Pope. 50 

Richmond-L. Here wont the Dean, when he's to 
feek. 

To fpunge a breakfail once a-week ; 

To cry the bread was Bale, and mutter 
Complaints againil the royal butter. 

But now I fear it will be faid, 55 

No butter flicks upon his bread. 

We loon fhall find him full of fpleen, 

For want of tattling to the Queen; 

Stunning her royal ears with talking; 

His Rev’rence and her Highnefs walking60 

Whilft 
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Whilft Lady Charlotte *, like a ftroller. 

Sits mounted on the garden-roller. 

A goodly fight to fee her ride 
With ancient Mirmont f at her fide. 

In velvet cap his head lies warm; 65 

His hat for lltow beneath his arm. 

Marble-H . Some Southrfea broker from the city 
Will purchafe me, the more’s the pity; 

Lay ail my fine plantations wafte 

To fit them to his vulgar tafte; 70 

Change’d for the worfie in ev’ry part, 

My mafter Pope will break his heart. 

Ricbmond-L. In my own Thames may I be 
drownded, 

If e’er I ftoop beneath a crown’d head; 

Except her Majefty prevails 75 

To place me with the prince of Wales : 

And then I ihali be free from teat's. 

For he’ll be prince thefe fifty years. 

I then will turn a courtier too. 

And ferve the times, as others do. 80 

Plain loyalty, not built on hope, 

I leave to your contriver, Pope; 

None loves his king and country better. 

Yet none was ever lefs their debtor. 

Marble-H. Then let him come and take a nap ; 
In fummer on my verdant lap : 86 

Prefer our villa’s, where the Thames is. 

To Kenfington, or hot St. James’s; 

Nor {hall I dull in filence fit; 

For ’tis to me he owes his wit : 9Q 

My groves, my echoes and my birds, 

Have taught him his poetic words. 

* Lady Charlotte dc Roufly, a French lady, 
f Marquis de Miimont, a Frenchman of quality 
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We gardens, and you wildernefTes, 

Affift all poets in diftrefles. 

Him twice a-week I here expect, 95 

To rattle Moody * for negleft; 

An idle rogue, who fpends his quartridgc 
In tippling at the Dog and Partridge; 

And I can hardly get him down 

Three times a-week to brufli my gown. 100 

Richmond-L. I pity you, dear Marble-Hill; 

But hope to fee you flourifh ftill. 

All happinefs,-and fo adieu. 

Marble-H. Kind Richmond-Lodge, the fame to 
you. 



DESIRE and POSSESION. 


Written in the year 1727. 


’T IS ^ ran S e > w Eat diff’rent thoughts infpire 
X In men, pejfejjion and defire ! 

Think what they wifh fo great a blefhng; 

So difappointed when poffefTmg ! 

A moralift profoundly fage, 

I know not in what book or page, 

Or whether o’er a pot of ale, 

Related thus the following tale. 
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Were feen contending in a race ; 

And kept at lirft an equal pace ; 

’Tis faid their courfe continued long ; 

For this was aftive, that was ftrong : 

Till envy, flander, floth, and doubt, 
Milled them many a league about. 
Seduce’d by fome deceiving light, 

They take the wrong way for the right: 
Through flipp’iy by-roads dark and deep 
They often climb, and often creep. 

Defire y the fwifter of the two, 

Along the plain like lightning flew : 

Till ent’ring in a broad highway, 

Where power and titles fcatter’d lay. 

He ftrove to pick up all he found, 

And by excurlions loft his ground : 

No fooner got, than with difdain 
He threw them on the ground again; 
And hafted forward to purfue 
Frelli objects fairer to his view ; 

In hope to fpring fome nobler game ; 

But all he took was juft the fame : 

Too fcornful now to ftop his pace. 

He fpurn’d them in Ids rival’s face. 

Peffiffion kept the beaten road ; 

And gather’d all his brother ftrowM • 

But overcharg’d, and out of wind, 
Though ftrong in limbs, he lagg’d behind 

Defire had now the goal in light : 

It was a tow’r of monftrous height; 
Where on the fummit Fortune ftands, 

A crown and fceptre in her hands ; 
Beneath a chafm as deep as hell, 

Where many a bold advent’rer fell. 

D^fire in rapture gaz’d a while, 

And faw the treach’rous goddefs fmile; 
VoL.vni. p 
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But as lie climb’d to grafp the crown, 

She knock’d him with the fccptre down. 

He tumbled in the gulf profound ; 

There doom'd to whirl an endlefs round. 50 

Pojfefflon^s load was grown fo great, 

He funk beneath the cumb’rous weight: 

And as he now expiring lay, 

Flocks ev’ry ominous bird of prey : 

The raven, vulture, owl, and kite, 55 

At once upon his carcafe light. 

And ftrip his hide, and pick his bones, 

I^egardlefs of his dying groans. 




On Censure, 


Written in the year J727. 


Y E wife, inftrufl me to endure 

An evil which admits no cure ; 

Or how this evil can be borne. 

Which breeds at once both hate and fcorn. 

Bare innocence is no fupport, 

When you are try’d in fcandal’s court. 

Stand high in honour, wealth or wit; 

All others who inferior lit, 

Conceive themfelves in confcience bound 
To join and drag you to the ground. ic 

Your altitude offends the eyes 
Of thofe who want the pow’r to rife. 

The world, a willing ftander-by, 

Inclines to aid a fpecious lie : 

Ala$, 
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Alas, they would not do you wrong, 15 

But all appearances are ftrong. 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On what detracting people fay ? 

For let mankind difcharge their tongues 
In venom, till they burft their lungs, 20 

Their utmoft malice cannot make 
Your head, or tooth, or finger ake ; 

Nor fpoil your fhape, diftort your face, 

Or put one feature out of place ; 

Nor will you find your fortune fink, 25 

By what they fpeak, or what they think ; 

Nor can ten hundred thoufand lies 
Make you lefs virtuous, learn’d, or wife. 

The moft effectual way to baulk 
Their malice, is-to let them talk. 30 




The Furniture of a Woman’s mind. 
Written in the year 1727. 


A Set of phrafes learn’d by rote; 

A paflion for a fcarlet coat; 

When at a play to laugh, or cry, 

Yet cannot tell the reafon why; 

Never to hold her tongue a minute, £ 

While all fhe prates has nothing in it : 

Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit, 

And take his nonfenfe all for wit; 

Her learning mounts to read a fong. 

But half the words pronouncing wrong ; 

P 2 


10 

Hath 
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Hath ev’ry repartee in (lore, 

She fpoke ten thoufand times before ; 

Can ready compliments fupply 
On all occafions cut and dry ; 

Such hatred to a parfon’s gown, i - 

The fight will put her in a fwoon ; 

For conversion well endu'd, 

She calls it witty to be rude ; 

And placing raillery in railing, 

Will tell aloud your greateft failing ; 20 

Nor makes a fcruple to expofe 
Your bandy leg, or crooked nofe ; 

Can at her morning-tea run o’er 
The fcandal of the day before : 

Improving hourly in her Ikill, 25 

To cheat and wrangle at quadrille, 

In chufing lace a critic nice, 

Knows to a groat the loweft price ; 

Can in her female clubs diipute, 

What linen beft the filk will fuit, 30 

What colours each complexion match, 

And where with art to place a patch. 


If chance a moufe creeps in her fight, 
Can finely counterfeit a fright; 

So fweetly fcreams, if it comes near her. 
She ravifhes all hearts to hear her. 

Can dext’roufiy her hufband teafe, 

By taking fits whene’er fhe pleafe ; 

By frequent praftice learns the trick 
At proper feafons to be fick; 

Thinks nothing gives one airs fo pretty, 
At once creating love and pity ; 

If Molly happens to be carelefs, 

And but negledts to warm her hair-lace. 
She gets a cold as fure as death, 

And vows flic fcarce can fetch her breath 


35 


40 


45 

Admires 
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Admires how modeft women can 
Be fo robujlious like a man. 

In party, furious to her pow’r; 


A bitter Whig, or Tory four 5 


Her arguments dire&ly tend 
Again ft the lide fhe would defend ; 
Will prove herfclf a Tory plain, 
From principles the Whigs maintain ; 
And to defend the Whiggifh caufe, 
Her topics from the Tories draws. 

O yes *! if any man can find 
More virtues in a woman’s mind, 

Let them be fent to Mrs. Harding f; 
She’ll pay the charges to a farthing ; 
Take notice, Hie has my commiffion 
To add them in the next edition ; 
They may outiell a better thing: 

So, holla boys; God fave the King. 



Clever Tom Clinch going to be hanged. 

Written in the year 1727. 

S clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble was 



bawling. 


Rode ftately through Holbourn to die in his calling, 
He ftopt at the George for a bottle of fack, 

And promis’d to pay for it when he came back. 


• 0 yes, ; a corruption of oycx, hear ye j a word ufed by crier:, 
•f* A printer. 


His 
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His waiftcoat, and ftockings, and breeches Were 
white; 5 

His cap had a new cherry riband to tyc't. 

The maids to the doors and the balconies ran, 

And laid, Lack a-day ! he’s a proper young man, 
But as from the windows the ladies he fpjf’d, 

Like a beau in the box, he bow’d low on each 

£de; I6 

And when his laft fpeeeh the loud hawkers did cry, 
He fwore from his cart, it was all a damn’d lie. 
i he hangman for pardon fell down on his knee * 
Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his fee : 

Then laid, I imift fpeak to the people a little, i j 
But I’ll fee you all damn’d before I will whittle ±. 
My honed: friend Wild ||, may he long hold his place. 
He lengthen’d my life with a whole year of gra^e. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid, 
Nor flip this occaiion to follow your trade ; 20 

My confcience is clear, and my fpirits are calm, 
And thus I go off without pray r-book or pfalin • 
Then follow the practice of clever Tom Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero, and never w i K li. 

On cutting down the old Thorn at Market- 
Hii.l *. 


Written in the year 1727. 

T Market-hill, as well appears 
^ ^ By chronicle of ancient date, 

There flood for many a hundred years 
A fpacious thorn before the gate. 

1 A cant word for confclTing at the gallows. 

|j Jonathan Wild, the noted thief catcher, urder-kc -per of New- 
gat-, who was hanged for receiving ftolen goods. 

* A village near the feat of Sir Arthur Achefon, where the Tean 
fometimes made a long vim. 


Hither 
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Hither came every village-maid, 

And on the boughs her garland hung. 

And here, beneath the fpreading fliade, 

Secure from fatyrs fat and fung. 

•Sir Archibald f that val’rous knight. 

Then lord of all the fruitful plain. 

Would come to liften with delight, 

For he was fond of rural ftrain. 

(Sir Archibald, whofe fav’rite name 
Shall Rand for ages on record, 

By Scottiih bards ofhjgheft fame, 

Wife Hawthornden and Stirling’s Lord J .) 

But time with iron teeth I ween, 

lias canker'd all its branches round ; 

No fruit or bloflom to be feen, 

Its head reclining tow Yds the ground. 20 

This aged* fickly, faplefs thorn. 

Which muft, alas ! no longer Rand, 

Behold the cruel Dean in fcorn 
Cuts down with lacrilegious hand. 

Dame nature, when flie faw the blow. 25 

v Aflonifli’d gave a dreadful lhrick ; 

And mother Tellus trembled fo, 

She fcarce recover’d in a week. 

The fylvan pow’rs with fear perplex’d, 

In prudence and compaffion lent, 3® 

(For none could tell whole turn was next) 

Sad omens of the dire even. 

+ Sir Archibald Achefon, SrcrcttJrv of S*ate f- r Srotlmd. 
t D-ummond of Iijwthornden, and Sir William Alexander, Earl 
ot Sr;rlinp, who were bo.h friends ivSr Archibald, and famous for 
th.ir poetry. 
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The magpye, lighting on the Rock, 

Stood chatt’ring with inceflant din ; 

And with her beak gave many a knock, 

To roufe and warn the nymph within. 

The owl forefaw, in pcnfive mood, 

The ruin of her ancient feat; 

And lied in hafte with all her brood 
To feek a more fecure retreat. 

LaR trotted forth the gentle fwine. 

To eafe her ich againft the Rump, 

And difmally was heard to whine, 

All as Rie fci ubb’d her meafly rum. 

The nymph who dwells in ev’ry tree, 

(If all be true that poets chant), 

Condemn’d by fate’s fupremc decree, 

MuR die with her exiring plant. 

Thus when the gentle Spina found 
1 he thorn committed to her care, 

Pieceiv’d its laR and deadly wound, 

She Red and vanilh’d into air. 

But from the root a difmal groan 

FirR iffuing, Rruck the murd’rers ears; 

And in a fhriil revengeful tone 
This prophecy lie trembling hears. 

16 Thou chief contriver of my fall, 

“ Relcntlefs Dean, to mifchief born ; 

“ My kindred oft thine hide {hall gall, 
c< Thy gown and caffock oft be torn. 

“ And thy confed’rate dame, who brags 
“ That Ihe condemn’d me to the fire, 

c ‘ Shall rent her petticoats to rags, 

■ f And wound her legs with ev’ry bri’r. 
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“ Nor thou, Lord Arthur *, fhalt efcape: 65 

“ To thee I often call’d in vain, 

“ Againft that affaflin in crape ; 

“ Yet thou could ft tamely fee me flain. 

“ Nor when I felt the dreadful blow, 

“ Or chid the Dean, or pinch’d thy fpoufe; 70 

“ Since you could fee me treated fo, 

“ (An old retainer to your houfe). 

“ May that fell Dean, by whofe command 
“ Was form’d this Machi’vellian plot, 

€i Not leave a thiftle on thy land ; 7$ 

u Then who will own thee for a Scot ? 

ct Pigs and fanatics, cows and teagues, 

“ Through all thy empire I forefee, 

** To tear thy hedges join in leagues : 

“ Sworn to revenge my thorn and me. So 

“ And thou the wretch ordain’d by fate, 

“ Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clown, 
e( With hatchet blunter than thy pate 
“ To hack my hallow’d timber down, 

c( When thou fufpended high in air, 85 

“ Dy’ft on a more ignoble tree, 

44 (For thou fhalt Real thy landlord’s mare), 

44 Then, bloody caitiff, think on me.” 


* Sir Arthur Achefon. 
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Vol. VIII. 
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On the five Ladies at Sot’s Hole *. with 
the Doctor -f at their head, 

N. B. The Ladies treated the Do ft or. 


Sent as from an officer in the armv. 

* 

Written in the year 1728. 

F 1 Air ladies, number five, 

Who in your merry freaks 
With little Tom contrive 
To ieafl on ale and fteaks. 

While he fits by a-grinning. 

To fee you fiife in Sot’s-hole, 

Set up with greazy linen, 

And neither mugs nor pots whole. 

Alas ! I never thought 

A prieffc would pleafe your palate ; 

Befides, I’ll hold a groat, 

He’ll put you in a ballad : 

Where I fiiall fee your faces 
On paper daub’d fo foul, 

They’ll be no more like graces. 

Than Venus like an owl; 


10 


* An alehoufe in Dublin famous for beef-fteaks, 
■f Dr. Thomas Sheridan. 
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And we fhall take you rather 
To be a midnight-pack 

Of witches met together. 

With Belzebub in black. 20 

It fills my heart with wo 
To think, fuch ladies fine 

Should be reduce’d fo low 
To treat a dull divine. 

Be by a parfon cheated ! 25 

Had you been cunning ftagers, 

You might yourfelves be treated 
By captains and by majors. 

See how corruption grows. 

While mothers, daughters, aunts, 30 

Inftead of powder'd beaus, 

From pulpits cliufe gallants. 

If we who wear our wigs 

With fan-tail and with fnake. 

Are bubbled thus by prigs ; 3 5 

Z-ds, who would be a rake ? 

Had I a heart to fight, 

I’d knock the Doctor down; 

Or could I read or write, 

I’gad I’d wear a gown. 40 

Then leave him to his birch *, 

And at the Rofe on Sunday, 

The parfon fafe at church, 

I’ll treat you with burgundy. 

* He kept a fchool. 
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On Burning a dull Poem. 

Written in the year 1729. 

A N afs’s hoof alone can hold 

That pois’nous juice which kills by cold. 
Methought, when I this poem read. 

No vefiel but an afs’s head 

Such frigid fuftian could contain, 5 

I mean the head without the brain. 

The cold conceits, the chilling thoughts 
Went down like ftupifying draughts : 

I found my head began to fwim, 

A numbnefs crept through ev’ry limb. 10 

In hafte, with imprecations dire, 

I threw the volume in the fire : 

When, who could think ? tho’ cold as ice, 

It burnt to afhes in a trice. 

How could I more inhance its fame ? 

Though born in fnow, it dy’d in flame. 


A 
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A Libel on the Reverend Dr. Delany, 
and his Excellency John Lord Car- 
t ERET. 

To Dr. Del any, occafioned by his epiftle to his 
Excellency John Lord Carteret. 

Written in the year 1729. 

TY Eluded mortals, whom the great 
Chufe for companions tctc a tefe ; 

Who at their dinners cn famille , 

Get leave to fit whene’er you will ; 

Then boafling tell us where you din’d, 5 

And how his Lordihip was lb kind ; 

How many pleafant things he fpoke. 

And how you laugh’d at ev’rv joke: 

Swear he’s a mofl: facetious man; 

That you and he are cup and can : 10 

You travel with a heavy load, 

And quite miftake preferment’s road. 

Suppofe my Lord and you alone, 

Hint the leaft int’reft of your own ; 

His vifage drops, he knits his brow, 15 

He cannot talk of bus’nefs now : 

Or mention but a vacant poft, 

He’ll turn it off with, “ Name your toafl.” 

Nor could the niceft artift paint 
A countenance with more conftraint. 20 

For as, their appetites to quench. 

Lords keep a pimp to bring a wench ; 

So 
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So men of wit are but a kind 
Of pandars to a vitious mind ; 

Who proper objects muft provide 25 

To gratify their luR of pride, 

When weary’d with intrigues of Rate, 

They find an idle hour to prate. 

Then fliould you dare to alk a place. 

You forfeit all your patron’s grace, 30 

And difappoint the foie defign, 

For which he fummon’d you to dine. 

Thus Congreve fpent in writing plays. 

And one poor office half his days ; 

While Montague # , who claim’d the Ration 
To be Maecenas of the iiation, 

For poets open table kept, 

But ne’er confider’d where they flept : 

Himfelf as rich as fifty Jews, 

Was eafy though they wanted Rioes; 

And crazy Congreve fcarce could fpare 
A fhilling to dil'charge his chair: 

Till prudence taught him to appeal 
From Paean’s fire to party-zeal; 

Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortunes of his latter fcene. 

Took proper principles to thrive ; 

And fo might ev’ry dunce alive. 

Thus Steele, who own’d what others writ. 

And flourifh’d by imputed wit, 50 

From perils of a hundred jails, 

Withdrew to Rarve, and die in Wales. 

Thus Gay, the } lilre with many friends, 

Twice feven long years the court attends: 

* Earl of Halifax. -f See his fables. 
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Who under tales conveying truth. 

To virtue form’d a princely youth * : 

Who paid his courtfhip with the croud, 

As far as modeft pride allow’d ; 

Reje&s a fervile ufhcr’s place, 

And leaves St. James’s in difgrace f. 

Thus Addifon, by Lords carefs’d, 

Was left in foreign lands diftrels’d ; 

Forgot at home, became for hire 
A trav’ling tutor to a ’fquire : 

But wifely left the mufes hill. 

To bus’nefs fhap’d the poet’s quill, 

Let all his barren laurels fade, 

Took up himfelf the courtiers trade, 

And grown a miniifer of Rate, 

Saw poets at his levee wait. 

Hail, happy Pope ! whofe gen'rous mind 
Detefting all the Ratefmen kind, 

Contemning courts, at courts unfeen, 

Refus’d the vifits of a queen. 

A foul with ev’ry virtue fraught, 

By fages, prieRs, or poets taught; 

Whole filial piety excels 
Whatever Grecian ftory tells; 

A genius for all Rations fit, 

Whofe meaneR talent is his wit; 80 

Iiis heart too great, though fortune little, 
r lo lick a rafeal Ratefman’s fpittle ; 

Appealing to the nation’s tafte, 

A ove the reach of want is place’d: 

By Homer dead was taught to thrive, 85 

Which Homer never could alive : 


I2 7 
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* Hi- Royal Highnefs William Duke of Cumberland, Second fon 
•f K. Ge rge IT. 

| For fame account of this, fee Letters to and from Dr. Swift. 

And 
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And fits aloft on Pindus’ head, 

Defpifing Haves that cringe for bread. 

True politicians only pay 

For folid work, but not for play; 9 ° 

Nor ever chufe to work with tools 
Forge’d up in colleges and fchools. 

Conlider how much more is due 
To all their journeymen, than you : 

At table you can Horace quote ; 95 

They at a pinch can bribe a vote: 

You fliew your ikill in Grecian {lory; 

But they can manage Whig and Tory: 

You, as a critic, are fo curious 
To find a verfe in Virgil fpurious ; 

But they can fmoke the deep dcligns, 

When Bolingbroke with Pultney dines. 

Befides, your patron may upbraid ye, 

That you have got a place already ; 

An office for vour talents fit, 

To flatter, carve, and fhew your wit ; 

To fnuff the lights, and ftir the fire, 

And get a dinner for your hire. 

What claim have you to place or penfion ? 

He overpays in condefcenfion. 

But, P».ev’rend Bo&or, you we know 
Could never condefcend fo low ; 

The viceroy, whom you now attend, 

Would, if he durft, be more your friend; 

Nor will in you thofe gifts defpife, 11 5 

By which himfelf was taught to rife : 

When he has virtue to retire, 

He’ll grieve he did not raife you higher. 

And place you in a better Ration, 

Although it might have pleas’d the nation. 120 
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This may be true-fubmitting ftill 

To Walpole’s more than royal will; 

And what condition can be worfe ? 

He comes to drain a beggar’s purfe; 

He comes to tie our chains on fafter, 125 

And fliew us, England is our matter : 

Carefling knaves, and dunces wooing, 
lo make them work their own undoing. 

What has he elfe to bait his traps, 

Or bring his vermin in, but feraps ? 130 

The oflals of a church diftreft ; 

A hungry vicarage at be A:; 

Or fome remote inferior poft, 

With forty pounds a-year at mod. 

^ But here again you interpofe ; 135 

Your fav’rite Lord is none of thofe 
Who owe their virtues to their ttations, 

And characters to dedications : 

For keep him in, or turn him out. 

His learning none will call in doubt; 140 

His learning, though a poet faid it 
Before a play, would lofe no credit; 

Nor Pope would dare deny him wit. 

Although to praife it Philips writ. 

I own he hates an aCHon bafe, 14^ 

His virtues battling with his place ; 

Nor wants a nice difeerning fpirit 
Betwixt a true and fpurious merit; 

Can fometimes drop a voter’s claim, 

And give up party to his fame. 15® 

I do the moft that friendfhip can; 

I hate the viceroy, love the man. 

But you, who till your fortune’s made, 

Mult be a fweet’ner by your trade. 

Should fwear he never meant us ill; 

We fufter fore againft his will; 

Vol.VIII. R 
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That if we could but fee his heart, 

He would have choie a milder part: 

We rather fliould lament his cafe, 

Who muft obey, or lofe his place. 

Since this reflection flipt your pen, 

Infert it when you write again : 

And, to illuftrate it, produce 
This flmile for his excufe. 

€t So, to deftroy a guilty land, 

“ An angel * fent by hcav’n’s command, 
t( While he obeys almighty will, 

“ Perhaps may teel compafllon liill; 

“ And wifli rhe talk had been aflign’d 
Ci To fpirits of lels gentle kind.” 

But I, in politics grown old, 

Whofe thoughts are of a different mould, 
Who from my foul lincerely hate 

Both k-and minifters of Rate, 

Who look on courts with ftriCter eyes 
To fee the feeds of vice arife, 

Can lend you an alluflon fitter, 

Though flatt’ring knaves may call it bitter; 
Which, if you durfi: but give it place, 
Would lliew you many a ftatefman’s face : 
Frefh from the tripod of Apollo 
I had it in the words that follow : 

(Take notice, to avoid offence, 

1 here except his Excellence). 

“ So, to effeCfc his monarch’s ends, 

€€ From hell a viceroy dev’l afeends; 

“ His budget with corruption cramm’d, 

“ The contributions of the damn’d ; 

* So when an angel by divine command, 

Add if on i Campaign, 
u 
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c< Which with unfparing hand he ftrows 
ic Through courts and fenates as he goes ; 190 

(c And then at Belzebub’s black hall, 

“ Complains his budget was too (mail.” 

Your fimile may better fliine 
In vcrfe ; but there is truth in mine ; 

For no imaginable things 195 

Can differ more than gods and k-s : 

And ftatefmen by ten thoufand odds 
Are angels juft as k-s are gods. 

-a- n- n-n- 

To Janus, on New-yea r’s-day. 
Written in the year 1729. 


r T v W'o-face’d Janus, god of time ! 

Be my Phoebus while I rhyme : 

To oblige your crony Swift, 

Bring our dame a new-year’s gift : 

She has got but half a face ; 5 

Janus, fince thou haft a brace, 

To my Lady once be kind ; 

Give her half thy face behind. 

God of time, if you be wife, 

Look not with your future eyes ; 10 

What imports thy forward fight ? 

Well, if you could lofe it quite. 

Can you take delight in viewing 
This poor ifie’s * approaching ruin, 

When thy retrofpettion vaft 15 

Sees the glorious ages paft? 


R 2 


* Ireland. 


Happy 
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Happy nation ! were we blind. 

Or had only eyes behind. 

Drown your morals, Madam cries, 

I’ll have none but forward eyes ; 20 

Prudes decay’d about may tack, 

Strain their necks with looking back ; 

Give me time, when coming on : 

Who regards him when he’s gone ? 

By the Dean though gravely told, 25 

New years help to make me old; 

Yet I find a new-year’s lace 
Burniihes an old-year’s face: 

Give me velvet and quadrille, 

I’ll have youth and beauty ftill. 3® 




DR A PIER’s HILL* 


M 


Written in the year 1729. 

VTfE give the world to underftand, 

” Our thriving Dean has purchas’d land; 

A purchafe which will bring him clear 
Above his rent four pounds a-year ; 

Provided, to improve the ground, 5 

He will but add two hundred pound, 

And from his endlefs hoarded ftore 
To build a houfe five hundred more. 

Sir Arthur f too fliall have his will. 

And call the manfion Drapier’s Hill. 10 

That when a nation long inflav’d. 

Forgets by whom it once was fav’d ; 

* Th" Dean gave this name to a farm called DrumUck, which he 
took of Sir Arthur Achefon, whole feat lay between that and Market- 
Hill, and intended to build an houfe upon it, but afterwards changed 
his mind. 

+ Sir Arthur Achefon, from whom the purchafe was made. 
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When none the Drapier’s praife fliall fing, 

His hgns aloft no longer fwing ; 

His medals and his prints forgotten, 15 

And all his handkerchiefs are rotten J ; 

His famous Letters made waite paper ; 

This hill may keep the name of Drapier: 

In fpite of envy flourilh Hill, 

And Drapier’s vie with Cooper’s Hill. 20 

•$*$>■Q 

The Gand Qerustion debated : 

Whether Hamilton Bawn * fhould be 
turned into a Barrack or a Malt- 
house, 


Written in the year 1729, 


The PREFACE to the Engl ish Edition. 

THE author of the following poem is faid to be 
Dr. J. S. D. S. P. D. who writ it, as well as 
feveral other copies of verfes cf the like kind, by 
way of amufement, in the family of an honourable 
gentleman in the north of Ireland, where he fpent 
a lummer about two or three years ago. 

t Medals were caft, many figns hung up, and handkerchiefs m.^de 
with devices, in honour of the author, under the name of M. B. 
Drapier. 

* A bawn was'a place near the houfe, inclofcd with mud or ftone 
walls to keep ihc cattle from b.ing fLlcn i.i the night. They are 
now little ufed. 
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A certain very great perfon f, then in that king¬ 
dom, having heard much of this poem, obtained 
a copy from the gentleman, or, as fome fay, the 
lady, in whofe houfe it was written ; from whence, 
I know not by what accident, feveral other copies 
were tranlcribed, full of errors. As I have a great 
refpeft for the fuppofed author, I have procured a 
true copy of the poem ; the publication whereof can 
do him lefs injury than printing any of thofe incor¬ 
rect ones which ran about in manufcript, and would 
infallibly be foon in the prefs, if not thus prevent¬ 
ed 

Some expreffions being peculiar to Ireland, I have 
prevailed on a gentleman of that kingdom to explain 
them, and I have put the feveral explanations in 
their proper places, 

r T'HUS fpoke to my Lady the Knight J full of 
care, 

Let me have your advice in a weighty affair. 

This Hamilton’s bawn *, whilft it fticks on my hand, 
I lofe by the houfe what I get by the land; 

But how to difpofe of it to the beft bidder, 5 

For a barrack for malthoufe, we now mull: confider. 

Firft, let me fuppofe I make it a malthoufe, 

Here I have computed the profit will fall t’us ; 
There’s nine hundred pounds for labour and grain, 
I increafe it to twelve, lo three hundred remain; 10 
A handfome addition for wine and good cheer. 
Three difhes a-day, and three hogfheads a-year : 
With a dozen large veffels my vaults fhall be ftor d; 
No little ferub joint fliall come on my board : 

And you and the Dean no more fliall combine 15 
To Hint me at night to one bottle of wine : 

4 John Lord Carteret, then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, afterwards 
Earl of Granville in right of his mother. 

t Sir Arthur Achefon, at whofe feat it was written. 

* A large old houfe, two miles from Sir Arthur Achefon’s feat, 
f The army in Ireland is lodged in ftrong buildings over the who.c 
kinedom, called barracks. 

Nor 
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Nor fhall I, for his humour, permit you to purloin 
A ftone and a quarter of beef from my firloin. 

If I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant; 
My dear, I have ponder’d again and again on’t : 20 
In poundage and drawbacks I lofe half my rent, 
Whatever they give me, I mutt be content, 

Or join with the court in ev’ry debate ; 

And rather than that I would lofe my eftate. 

Thus ended the Knight : thus began his meek 
wife ; 

It mujly and it Jhall be a barrack , my life, 26 

I’m grown a mere mipus; no company comes, 

But a rabble of tenants, and rufty dull rums 
With parfons what lady can keep herfelf clean ? 

I’m all over daub’d when I lit by the Dean. 30 
But if you will give us a barrack , my dear, 

The Captain , I’m fure, will always come here : 

I then fhall not value his Deanlhip a ftraw, 

For the Captain , I warrant, will keep him in awe ; 
Or fhouid he pretend to be brilk and alert, 35 
Will tell him that chaplains ihould not be fo pert; 
That men of his coat ihould be minding their pray’rs, 
And not among ladies to give themfelves airs. 

Thus argu’d my Lady, but argu’d in vain ; 

The knight his opinion refolv’d to maintain. 40 

But Hannah *, who liften’d to all that was paft, 
And could not endure fo vulgar a tatte, 

As foon as her Ladyfhip call’d to be drefs’d, 

Cry’d, Madam, why furely my matters pofiefs’d. 
Sir Arthur the maltfter ! how fine it will found ! 45 
I’d rather the Bawn were funk under ground. 

% A cant wo d in Ireland for a poor country-clergyman. 

* My Lady’s waiting-woman. 


But, 
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But, Madam, I guefs’d there would never com e 
good, 

When I faw him fo often with Darby and Woodf. 
And now my dream’s out; for I was a-dream’d 
That I faw a huge rat; O dear, how I fcream’d ! 50 
And after, methought, I had loll my new {hoes; 
And Molly, Ihe faid, I fltould hear fome ill news. 

Dear Madam, had you but the fpirit to teafe. 

You might have a barrack whenever you pleafe : 
And, Madam, I always believ’d you fo flout, 55 
That for twenty denials you would not give out. 

If I had a hufband like him, 1 purteft, 

Till he gave me my will, I would give him no reft; 
And rather than come in the fame pair of fheets 
With fuch a crofs man, I would lie in the ftreets : 60 
But, Madam, I beg you contrive and invent. 

And worry him out, till he gives his confent. 

Dear Madam, whene’er of a barrack I think, 

An I were to be hang’d I can’t deep a wink : 

For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 65 
I can’t get it out, though I’d never lb fain. 

I fancy already a barack contriv’d 
At Hamilton’s Bawn, and the troop is arriv’d ; 

Of this to be fure, Sir Arthur has warning. 

And waits on the Captain betimes the next morn- 
ing. 7° 

Now fee when they meet how their honours be¬ 
have ; 

Noble Captain, your fervant-Sir Arthur, your 

flave ; 

You honour me much-the honour is mine,—— 

’Twas a fad rainy night—but the morning is fine— 

Pray, how does my Lady ? -my wife's at your 

fervice.- 75 

I think I have feen her picture by Jervis.- 

+ Two of Sir Arthur’s manors 

Good 
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Good morrow, good Captain,-I'll wait on you 

down - 

You /han’t ftir a foot—you’ll think me a clown- 

For all the world, Captain, not half an inch far¬ 
ther — 

You mulf be obey’d—your fervant, Sir Arthur; 80 

My humble refpects to my Lady unknown,- 

I hope you will ufe my lioufe as your own. 

cc Go bring me my fmock, and leave off your 
prate, 

<c Thou half certainly gotten a cup in thy pate,” 85 

Pray, Madam, be quiet; what was it I laid ?- 

You had like to have put it quite out of my head. 

Next day, to be fure, the captain will come 
At the head of his troop, with trumpet and drum : 
Now, Madam, obferve, how he marches in lfate: 
The man with the kettledrum enters the gate : 91 
Dub , dub , odub , dub . The trumpeters follow, 
Tantara , ta>itara> while all the boys hollow. 

See now comes die Captain all dawb’d with gold 
lace: 

O law ! the fweet gentleman ! look in his face ; 

And fee how he rides like a lord of the land, 95 
With the fine flaming fword that he holds in his 
hand ; 

And his horfe, the dear crcter , it prances and rears, 
With ribbands in knots at its tail and its ears ; 

At laft comes the troop, by the word of command, 
Drawn up in our court; when the Captain cries, 
Stand. 

Your Ladylhip lifts up the fafli to be feen, 101 
(For fure I had dizen’d you out like a queen) : 

The Captain, to lhew he is proud of the favour, 
Looks up to your window, and cocks up his beaver; 
(His beaver is cock’d ; pray, Madam, mark that, 
For a captain of horfe never takes off* his hat; 106 
VoL.VlII. * S Becaufe 
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Becaufe he has never a hand that is idle ; 

For the right holds the fword, and the left holds 
the bridle ; 

Then flourifhes thrice his fword in the air ; 

As a compliment due to a lady lb fair ; f i o 

(How I tremble to think of the blood it hath fpilt!) 
Then he low’rs down the point, and kiffes the hilt. 
Your Ladyfhip fmiies, and thus you begin ; 

Pray, Captain, be pleas’d to alight and walk in. 
The Captain falutes you with congee profound, 115 
And your Ladyfhip curtfies halfway to the ground. 

Kit, run to your mafter, and bid him come to 
us, 

I’m fure he’ll be proud of the honour you do us ; 
And, Captain, you’ll do us the favour to ftay, 

And take a fliort dinner here with us to-day : 120 

You’re heartily welcome : but as for good cheer. 
You come in the very word: time in the year: 

If I had expected lb worthy a gueft- 

Lord ! Madam ! your Ladyfhip fure is in jeft; 

You banter me. Madam, the kingdom muff grant--- 
You officers. Captain, are fo qomplaifant. 126 

“ Hilt, huffy, I think I hear fomebody coming— 
No, Madam, ’tis only Sir Arthur a-humming. 

To fhorten my tale, (for I hate a long Rory), 
The Captain at dinner appears in his glory ; 130 

The Dean and the Doctor * have humbled their 
pride, 

For the Captain’s intreated to fit by your fide ; 
And, becaufe lie’s their betters, you carve for him 
firfi:; 

The parfons for envy are ready to burd:; 

The fervants amaz’d are fcarce ever able 135 

To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table ; 

* Dr. Jenny, a clergyman in the neighbourhood. 

And 
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And Molly and I have thruft in our nofe 
To peep at the Captain in all his fine clo’es : 

Dear Madam, be lure he’s a fine fpoken man, 

Do but hear on the clergy how glib his tongue ran \ 
€i And, Madam, lays he, if fuch dinners you give, 

“ You’ll never want parfons as long as you live; 142 
“ I ne’er knew a parfon without a good nofe, 

“ But the devil’s as welcome where-ever he goes ; 

“ G—d—me, they bid us reform and repent, 145 

“ But, z-s, by their looks they never keep lent: 

€€ Mifter Curate, for all your grave looks I’m afraid 
“ You caft a Bleep’s ey£ on her Ladyfhip’s maid; 

“ [ wifh (he would lend you her pretty white hand 
“ In mending your caffock, and fmoothing your 
band : 150 

“ (For the Dean was fo fhabby, and look’d like a 
ninny, 

(( That the Captain fuppos’d he w r as curate to Jenny): 
“ Whenever you fee a caiTock and gown, 

“ A hundred to one but it covers a clown ; 

11 Obferve how a parfon comes into a room, 155 
“ G—d—me, he hobbles as bad as my groom ; 
u A fcholard, when juft from his college broke loofe, 
i( Can hardly tell how to cry bo to a goofe ; 

“ YourNoveds, and Bluturks, and Omurs *, and 
ftuft, 

By G— they don’t fignify this pinch of fnuff. 160 
f ‘ To give a young gentleman right education, 
‘‘The army’s the only good fchool in the nation ; 

“ My fchool m after call’d me a dunce and a fool, 
t( But at cuffs I was always the cock of the fchool; 

“ I never could take to my book for the blood o’me. 
“ And the puppy confefs’d he expected no good o’me. 
“ He caught me one morning coquetting his wife ; 

“ But he maul’d me, I ne’er ivas fo maul’d in my life: 


• Ovids, Plutarchs, Homers. Sec e(Tw on modern education. 
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“ So I took to the road, and, what’s very odd, 
fC The firft man I robb’d was a paiTon by G—. 170 

“ Now, Madam, you’ll think it aftrange thing to fay, 
“ But the light of a book makes me lick to this day.” 

Never lince I was born did I hear fo much wit. 
And, Madam, I laugh’d till I thought I Ihould fplit. 
So then you look’d fcornful, and fnift at the Dean, 
As who ihould fay, Now am IJkinny and lean \ P17 to 
But he durft not fo much as once open his lips, 

And the Doctor was plaguily down in the hips. 

Thus mercilefs Hannah ran on in her talk, 179 
Till fhe heard the Dean call, IVill your Ladyjkip walk ? 
Her Ladylhip anfwers. Pm jujl coming down ; 

Then turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 
Although it was plain in her heart fhe was glad, 
Cry’d, Huffy, why ftire the wench is gone mad : 
How could thefe chimeras get into your brains 185 

Come hither, and take this old gown for your pains. 
Dut the Dean, if this fecret Ihould come to her ears, 
Will never have done with his jibes and his jeers : 
For your life not a word of the matter I charge ye : 
Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy. 190 



An excellent new Ballad ; or. The true 
English Dean * to be hanged for a 
Rape. 


Written in the year 1730. 

I. 


UR brethren of England, who love us fo dear. 
And in all they do for us fo kindly do mean. 



\ Nicknames for my Laly. 

* Saw bridge Dean of Femes. 


A bleffing 
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I4r 


A bleffing upon them ! have fent us this year 
For the good of our church, a true EnglifhDean. 
A holier prieft ne’er was wrapt up in crape ; 5 

The worft you can fay, he committed a rape. 

II. 

In his journey to Dublin, he lighted at Chefter, 
And there he grew fond of another man’s wife ; 
Burft into her chamber, and would have careis’d 
her; 

But die valu’d her honour much more than her 
life. 10 

She buttled, and ftruggled, and made her efcape 
To a room full of guetts, for fear of a rape. 

III. 


The Dean he purfu’d to recover his game ; 

And now to attack her again he prepares : 

But the company ftood in defence of the dame: 15 
They cudgel’d, and cuff’d him, and kick’d him 
down ftairs. 

His Deanfhip was now in a damnable fcrape. 

And this was no time for committing a rape. 

IV. 

To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goes, 

And orders the landlord to bring him a whore ; 

No fcruple came on him his gown to expofe, 21 
’Twas what ail his life he had practis’d before. 

He had made himfdfdrunk with the juice of the 
grape, 

And got a good clap, but committed no rape. 

V. 

The Dean and his landlord, a jolly comrade, 25 
Refolv’d for a fortnight to fwim in delight; 

For why, they had both been brought up to the trade 
Of drinking all day, and of whoring all night. 

His landlord was ready his Deanfhip to ape 

In ev’rv debauch, but committing a rape. *20 

VI. 

This Proteftant zealot, this Englifh divine, 

In church and in Rate was of principles found; 

Was 
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Was truer than Steele to the Hanover line, 

And griev’d that a Tory fliould live above ground, 
Shall a fubjecl fo loyal be hang’d by the nape 35 
For no other crime, but committing a rape ? 

VII. 

By old Popifh canons, as wife men have penn’d ’em, 
Each prieft had a concubine, jure ccclefi<e ; 
Who’d be Dean of Femes without a ccmmcndam ? 

And precedents we can produce, if it pleafe ye ; 
Then why fliould the Dean, when whores are fo 
cheap, 4 1 

Be put to the peril and toil of a rape ? 

VIII. 

If Fortune fliould pleafe but to take fuch a crotchet, 
(To thee I apply, great Smedlcy’s fucceffor), 

To give thfee lawn fleeves, a mitre and rotchet, 45 
Whom would’ft thou refemble ? I leave thee a 
gueffer ; 

But I only behold thee in Atherton’ * fhape, 

For fodomy hang’d, as thou for a rape. 

IX- 

Ah! doft thou not envy the brave Col’nel Chartres f, 
Condemn’d for thy crime at threefcore and ten ? 
To hang him all England would lend him their gar¬ 
ters ; Si 

Yet he lives, and is ready to ravifli again. 

Then throttle thyfelf with an ell of ftrong tape. 

For thou haft not a groat to atone for a rape. 

X. 

The Dean he was vex’d, that his whores were fo 
willing : 55 

l ie long’d for a girl that would ftruggle and fquall; 
He ravifh’d her fairly, and fav’d a good fhilling; 

But here was to pay the devil and all. 

His trouble and forrows now come in a heap, 

And hang’d he muft be for committing a rape. 


* A bifhop of Waterford, fent fiofti England a hu dred year 
ag>. 

'}- See above. 
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XL 

If maidens are ravifli’d, it is their own choice; 

Why are they fo wilful to ftruggle with men ? 

If they would but lie quiet, and Rifle their voice, 
No devil nor dean could ravifh ’em then ; 

Nor would there be need of a ftrong hempen cape 65 
ly’d round the Dean’s neck for committing a rape. 

Our church and our Rate dear England maintains, 
For which all true Proteflants hearts fliould be 
glad ; 

She fends us our bifliops, and judges and deans; 

And better would give us, if better fhe had, 70 
But, Lord, how the rabble will Rare and will gape, 
V lien the goodEnglifli Dean is hang’d up for a rape! 



The Lady’s Drefling-room *, 


Written in the year 1730. 

F 1 Ive hours (and who can do it lefs in ?) 

By haughty Cadia fpent in drefling ; 

The goddefs from her chamber iflues, 

Array’d in lace, brocades, and tiflues, 

Strephon, who found the room was void, 5 

And Betty otherwife employ’d, 

* No charge has been more frequently brought again!! the Dc 3 n, 
or indeed more generally admitted, than that of coarfe inddicacy, of 
which this poem is aUays produced .,n infante. Here then it is 
but iuftice to remark, that whenever he o/Fends 8 gain ft delicacv, he 
teaches it ; he Simulates the mind to fenfibility, to correct the :aults 
of habitual negligence; as pbyficians, to cure a lethargy, have ie» 
courfe to a b.ifter. And though it may reafonubly be foppofed, that 
few Englifn <a leave ftnh a dreftwg-ioem as Cadia’?, yet many 
may have given fuffi ient cau r e for reminding them, that very foon 
after d.fire has been gratified, the u moft delicacy becomes neceflary 
to prevent difguft. 9 

Stole 
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Stole in, and took a ftricl furvey 
Of all the litter as it lay : 

Whereof, to make the matter clear. 

An inventory follows here. 

And, firft, a dirty fmock appear’d. 
Beneath the arm-pits well befmear’d ; 
Strephon, the rogue, difplay’d it wide. 
And turn’d it round on ev’ry fide : 

In fuch a cafe few words are beft, 

And Strephon bids us guefs the reft ; 

But fwears how damnably the men lie 
In calling Celia fweet and cleanly. 

Now liften, while he next produces 
The various combs for various ufes; 

Fill’d up with dirt fo clofely fixt, 

No brufli could force a way betwixt; 

A pafte of compofition rare. 

Sweat, dandriff, powder, lead, and hair. 
A forehead cloth, with oil upon’t, 

To fmooth the wrinkles on her front : 
Here allum-flower to ftop the fteams 
Exhal’d from four unfav’ry ftreams ; 
Their night-gloves made ofTripfey’s hide, 
Bequeath’d by Tripfey when fhe dy’d 
With puppy-water, beauty’s help, 

Diftill’d from Tripfey’s darling whelp. 
Here galley-pots and vials place’d, 

Some fill’d with wafhes, fome with pafte ; 
Some with pomatums, paints and flops. 
And ointments good for fcabby chops. 
Hard by a filthy bafon (lands, 

Foul’d with the fcouring of her hands; 
The bafon takes whatever comes. 

The fcrapings from her teeth and gums. 
A nafty compound of all hues, 

For here (he fpits and here fhe fpues. 
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But oh! it turn’d poor Strephon’s bowels, 
When he beheld and fmelt the towels, 
Begumm’d, bematter’d, and beflim’d, 

With dirt, and fweat, and ear-wax grim’d. 
No object Strephon’s eye efcapes; 

Her petticoats in frowzy heaps ; 

Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot, 

All varnilh’d o’er with fnuffand fnct. 

The ftockings why ihould I expofe, 

Stain’d with the moifture of her toes; 

Or greafy coifs, or pinners reeking, 

Which Cadia flept at leaft a week in ? 

A pair of tweezers next he found, 

To pluck her brows in arches round ; 

Or hairs that fink the forehead low, 

Or on her chin like briftles grow. 

The virtues we mud not let pafs 
Of Cadia’s magnifying glafs ; 

When frighted Strephon calf his eye on’t. 

It lhew’d the vifage of a giant: 

A glafs that can to light dilclofe 
The fmalleft worm in Celia’s nofe, 

And faithfully direct her nail 
To fqueeze it out from head to tail; 

For catch it nicely by the head. 

It muff come out alive or dead. 

Why, Strephon, will you tell the reft ; 
And muft you needs deferibe the chcft ? 

That careleis wench ! no creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner; 

But leave it ftanding full in fight, 

For you to exercile your fpite ? 

In vain the workman lliew’d his wit, 

With rings and hinges counterfeit. 

To make it feem in this difguife 
A cabinet to vulgar eves, 

Vol. VIII. T 
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Which Strephon ventur’d to look in, 
Refolv’d to go through thick and thin. 

He lifts the lid : there needs no more, 

He fmelt it all the time before. 

As from within Pandora’s box, 

When Epimetheus ope’d the locks, 

A hidden univerlal crew 
Of human evils upward flew ; 

He hill was comforted to find 
That hope at laft remaind behind : 

So Strephon lifting up the lid, 

To view what in the chefl: was hid, 

The vapours flew from out the vent; 

But Strephon, cautious, never meant 
The bottom of the pan to grope, 

And foul his hands in fearch of hope. 

O ! ne’er may fuch a vile machine 
Be once in Celia’s chamber feen ! 

O ! may Ihe better learn to keep 
Thole “ fecrets of the hoary deep* !” 

As mutton cutlets, prime of meat f. 
Which, tho’ with art you hilt and beat. 

As laws of cookery require,. 

And roaft them at the cleared: fire ; 

If from adown f the hopeful chops, 

The fat upon a cinder drops. 

To ftinking fmoke it turns the flame, 
Pois’ning the flefh from whence it came, 
And up exhales a greafy flench, 

For which you curfe the carelefs wench : 
So things which muft not be exprefi, 
When plumpt into the reeking chefl 

* Milton. 

4 IVimo virornm. 

t ViJ. D-n D-"s work?, and N. P-y’s. 
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Send up an cxcremental fmell, 

-To taint the parts from whence they fell; 
The petticoats and gown perfume, 

And waft a Rink round ev’ry room. 

Thus finifln’ng his grand furvey. 

The Twain difgufled flunk away; 

Repeating in his am’rous fits, 

“ Oh ! Caelia, Cadia, Cselia fh- 

But vengeance, goddefs never fleeping, 
Soon punifli'd Strephon for his peeping : 

His foul imagination links . 

Each dame he fees with all her llinks; 

And, if unfav’ry odours fly. 

Conceives a lady Handing by. 

All women his defcription flts, 

And both ideas jump like wits; 

By vicious fancy coupled faff, 

And itill appearing in contrail. 

I pity wretched Strephon, blind 
To all the charms of womankind. 

•Should I the queen of love refufe, 

Becaufe fhe rofe from flinking ooze ? 

To him that looks behind the fcene, 

Statira’s but fome pocky queen. 

When Cadia all her glory fhows, 

If Strephon would but flop his nofe, 

Who now fo impioufly blafphemes 

Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams, 

Her wafhes, flops, and every clout. 

With which he makes fo foul a rout; 

He foon will learn to think like me. 

And blcfs his ravifil’d eyes to fee 
Such order from confufion fprung, 

Such gaudy tulips rais’d from dung. 
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The Power of Time *. 

Written in the year 1730. 

TF neither brafs nor marble can with ft and 
The mortal force of Time’s deftruftive hand ; 

If mountains link to vales, if cities die, 

And lefs’ning rivers mourn their fountains dry: 
When my old caftock (faid a Welfti divine) 5 

Is out at elbows, why lliould I repine ? 

00 OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO 00030000000 

The Revolution at Market-hill. 

Written in the year 173a. 

TT'Rom diftant regions Fortune fends 
■*“ An odd triumvirate of friends ; 

Where Phoebus pays a fcanty ftipend, 

Where never yet a codling ripen’d: 

Hither the frantic goddefs draws 
Three fufPrers in a ruin’d caufe: 

By Fiction banifh’d here unite, 

A Dean *, a Spaniard f, and a Knight £; 

Unite, but on conditions cruel ; 

The Dean and Spaniard find it too well: 
Condemn’d to live in fervice hard ; 

On either lide his Honour’s guard, 


5 


10 


* Scarron hath written a larger poem on the fame fubhtt. 

* The author. 

f Col. Harry Leflie, who ferved and lived long in Spain. 

J S*r Arthur Acheibn, 

i- Uw 
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The Dean to guard his honour’s back. 
Mud build a caltle at Drumlack j| ; 

1 he Spaniard, fore againd his will. 

Mud raife a fort at Market-hill, 

And thus the pair of humble gentiy 
At north and fouth are polled centry; 
While in this lordly callle hxt 
i he knight triumphant reigns betwixt: 
And what the wretches mod refent. 

To be his flaves mud pay him rent; 
Attend him daily as their chief, 

Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 

Oh, Fortune ! ’tis a fcandal for thee 
Fo fmile on thofe who are lead worthy: 
Weigh but the merits of the three, 

His flaves have ten times more than he. 


Proud Earonet of Nova Scotia ! 

The Dean and Spaniard mud reproach ye: 
Of their two fames the world enough rings; 
Where are thy fervices and fufPrings ? 

V/hat if for nothing once you kill, 

Againd the grain, a monarch’s fid ? 

What if among the courtly tribe 
You lod a place, and fav’d a bribe ? 

And then in furly mood came here 
I o fifteen hundred pounds a-year, 

And fierce againd the Whigs harangu’d ? 
You never ventur’d to be hang’d. 

How dare you treat your betters thus ? 

Are you to be campar’d with us ? 

Come, Spaniard, let us from our farms 
Cali forth our cottagers to arms ; 


j| T he Iri:h name of a farm the Dean took, and was to build on, 
but chanced his mind. He called it Draper's H,JJ. Vide the 
po.in to cahed, p. / 32. 


Our 
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Our forces let us both unite, 

Attack the foe at left and right. 

From Market-hill’s exalted head, 

Full northward let your troops be led ; 

While I from Drapier’s mount defcend. 

And to the fouth my fquadrons bend. 5® 

New-river walk with friendly lhade 
Shall keep my holt in ambufeade ; 

While you, from where the bafon Hands, 

Shall fcale the rampart with your bands. 

Nor need we doubt the fort to win ; 55 

I hold intelligence within. 

True, Lady Anne no danger fears, 

Brave as the Upton fan Ihe wears ; 

Then left upon our firft attack 

Pier valiant arm ihould force us back, 60 

And we of all our hopes depriv’d ; 

I have a ftratagem contriv’d. 

By thefe embroider’d high-hecl’d fhoes 
She fhall be caught as in a noofe; 

So well contriv’d her toes to pinch, 65 

She’ll not have power to ftir an inch : 

Thefe gaudy lhoes mu ft Hannah * place 
Direct before her Lady’s place ; 

The fhoes put on our faithful port’refs 

Admits us in to ftorm the fort’refs : 70 

While tortur’d Madam bound remains, 

Like Montezume in golden chains, 

Or like a cat with walnuts lhod, 

Stumbling at ev’rv ltep ihe trod. 

Sly hunters thus, in Borneo's ifle, 7 5 

To catch a monkey by a wile, 

The mimic animal amufe ; 

They place before him gloves and (hoes ; 

Which when the brute puts awkward on, 

All his agility is gone : 80 


* Mv Lady’s waiting m dd. 


In 
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In vain to friik or clirnb lie tries ; 

1 he huutfmen l'eize the grinning prize. 

But let us, on our firft aflault, 

Secure the larder and the vault: 

The valiant Dennis * you mull: fix on, 
And I’ll engage with Peggy Dixon f; 
Ihen if we once can feize the key 
And cheft, that keeps my Lady’s tea. 
They mu ft lurrender at difcretion : 

And foon as we have gain’d pofiefiion, 
We’ll aft as other conq’rors do, 

Divide the realm between us two : 

Then (let me fee) we’ll make the Knight 
Our clerk, for he can read and write ; 

But muft not think, I tell him that. 

Like Lorimer 1 to wear his hat; 

Yet, when we dine without a friend. 

We’ll place him at the lower end. 

Madam, whofe (kill does all in drefs lie. 
May ferve to wait on Mrs. Leflie ; 

But left it might not be fo proper. 

That her own maid fliould overtop her ; 

.To mortify the creature more. 

We’ll take her heels five inches low’r. 
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For Hannah, when we have no need of her tor 
’Twill be our int’reft to get rid of her: 

And when we execute our plot, 

Tis belt to hang her on the i'pot; 

As all your politicians wife 

Dilpatch the rogues on whom they rife. 1 1 o 


* The butler. f The heufekeeper. J The agen*. 
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T R A U L U S. 



A Dialogue between Tom and Robin. 


The First Part. 


Written in the Year 1730. 


Tom. Q AY, Robin, what can Traulus mean 


^ By bell’wing thus againft the Dean ? 
Why does he call him paltry fcribblcr, 
Papift, and Jacobite, and libTer ? 


Yet cannot prove a fingle fadt ? 


5 


Robin. Forgive him, Tom, his head is crackt. 

Tom. What mifchief can the Dean have done him. 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on him ? 

Why mull he fputter, fpawl, and haver it 
In vain againft the people’s fav’rite ? 

Revile that nation-hiving paper, 

Which gave the Dean the name of Draper ? 

Robin. Why, Tom, I think the cafe is plain, 

Party and fpleen have turn’d his brain. 

Tom. Such friendftiip never man profefs’d, 1 5 
The Dean was never fo carefs’d ; 

For Traulus long has rancour nurft, 

Till, God knows why, at laft it burft. 

That clumfy outfide of a porter. 


How could it thus conceal a courtier ? 


Robin. I own, appearances are bad * 
Yet ftill infill the man is mad. 


Torn* 
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Tom . Yet many a wretch in bedlam knows 
How to diftinguifh friends from foes ; 

And though perhaps among the rout, 25 

He wildly flings his filth about; 

He ftill has gratitude and fap’ence, 

To fpare the folks that give him ha’pence ; 

Nor in their eyes at random pilies. 

But turns afide, like mad Ulyfles : 30 

While Traulus all his ordure fcatters, 

To foul the man he chiefly flatters. 

Whence come thefe inconfiftent fits ? 

Robin . Why, Tom, the man has loft his wits, 

Tom . Agreed: and yet when Towzer fnaps 35 
At people’s heels with frothy chaps; 

Hangs down his head and drops his tail. 

To fay he’s mad will not avail : 

The neighbours all cry, “ Shoot him dead 
<c Hang, drown, or knock him on the head.” 40 
So Traulus when he firlt harangu’d, 

I wonder why he was not hang’d ; 

For of the two, without dilpute, 

Towzer’s the lefs oflenfive brute. 

Robin. Tom, you miftake the matter quite ; 4 ; 

Your barking curs will feldom bite ; 

And though you hear him ftut-tut-tut- ter. 

He barks as faft as he can utter. 

He prates in fpite of all impediment, 

While none believes, that what he faid he meant; 50 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope for words, and out they come. 

He calls you rogue ; there’s nothing in it, 

He fawns upon you in a minute: 

“ Begs leave to rail, but d-n his blood, 55 

“ He only meant it for your good: 

" His fricndfhip was exactly tim’d, 

“ He fhot before your foes were prim’d, 

Vol.VIII. U ft By 
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By this contrivance, Mr. Dean, 

“ By G— I’ll bring you off as clean”-* 

Then let him ufe you e’er fo rough, 

“ T\vas all for love,’’ and that’s enough. 

But though he fputter through a feflion, 

It never makes the leaff impreilion : 

Whate’er he fpeaks for madnefs goes, 65 

With no effect on friends or foes. 


Tom. The ferubbieft cur in all the pack 
Can fet the maftiff on your back. 

I own, his madnefs is a jeft, 

If that were all. But hes poffefl, 
Incarnate with a thoufand imps, 

To work whofe ends his madnefs pimps ; 
Who o’er each firing and wire preiide, 
Fill ev’ry pipe, each motion guide ; 
Directing ev’ry vice we find 
In feripture to the devil aflign’d ; 

Sent from the dark infernal region, 

In him they lodge, and make him legion. 
Of brethren he’s a falfe accufer ; 

A fland’rer, traitor, and feducer ; 

A fawning, bafe, trepanning liar ; 

The marks peculiar of his fire. 

Or grant him but a drone at beff, 

A drone can raife a hornet’s neft. 

Lhe Dean hath felt their flings before ; 
And muft their malice ne’er give o’er ? 
Still {warm and buzz about his nofe ? 

But Ireland’s friends ne’er wanted foes. 

A patriot is a dang’rous poll, 

When wanted by his country moft ; 
Perverfely comes in evil times, 

Where virtues are imputed crimes. 
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* T ’ nis is tlie ufual excufe of T:aulus, when he abufes you to 
others without frovocatioa. 
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His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant; 
A traitor to the vices regnant. 

What fpirit, fince the world began. 
Could always bear to ft rive with man ? 
Which God pronounce’d he never wou’d, 
And foon convince’d them by a flood. 

Yet ftill the Dean on freedom raves ; 

His fpirit always ftrives with flaves, 

’Tis time at laft to fpare his ink, 

And let them rot, or hang, or link. 


T R A U L U S. 


The Second Part. 
Written in the year 1730. 
.aulus of amphibious breed, 



Motley fruit of mungrel feed : 

By the dam from lordlings fprung, 

By the Are exhal’d from dung ; 

Think on ev’ry vice in both, 

Look on him, and fee their growth. 

View him on the mother’s fide, 

Fill’d with falfehood, fpleen, and pride ; 
Pofltive and over-bearing, 

Changing ftill, and ftill adhering ; 
Spiteful, peevifh, rude, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward ; 
When his friends he moft is hard on. 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon ; 
Pieputation ever tearing, 

Ever deareft friendfhip fwearing ; 
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Judgement weak, ancl paffion flrong, 
Always various, always wrong : 
Provocation never waits, 

Where he loves, or where he hates ; 
Talks whate’er comes in his head ; 
Willies it were all unfaid. 

Let me now the vices trace, 

From the father’s fcoundrel race. 

Who could give the looby fuch airs ? 
Were they mafons, were they butchers ? 
Herald, lend the mufe an anfwer 
From his ntavus and grandfire : 

This was dex’trous at his trowel, 

That was bred to kill a cow well: 

Hence the greafy clumfy mien 
In his drefs and figure feen ; 

Hence the mean and forded foul. 

Like his body, rank and foul; 

Hence that wild fufpicious peep, 

Like a rogue that fteals a fheep ; 

Hence he learn’d the butcher’s guile, 
How to cut your throat and fmile 3 
Like a butcher doom’d for life 
In his month to wear his knife : 

Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants vital blood. 

Laftly, let his gifts be try’d 
Borrow’d from the mafon’s fide : 

Some perhaps may think him able 
In the ftate to build a Babel 3 
Could we place him in a ftation 
To deftroy the old foundation. 

True indeed, I fhould be gladder, 

Could he learn to mount a ladder. 

May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead defcend ! 
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$ 

In him tell me which prevail, 

Female vices mod, or male ? 

What produc’d him, can you tell ? 
Human race, or imps of hell ? 
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To Betty the Grizette. 


Written in the year 1730, 

Ueen of wit and beauty, Betty ! 
Vs % w Never may the mufe forget ye : 
How thy face charms ev’ry fhepherd. 
Spotted over like a leopard ; 

And, thy freckled neck difplay’d. 
Envy breeds in ev’ry maid, 

Like a fly-blown cake of tallow, 

Or on parchment ink turn’d yellow, 
Or a tawny fpeckled pippin 
Shrivel’d with a winter’s keeping. 

And, thy beauty thus difpatch’d. 
Let me praife thy wit unmatch’d. 

Sets of phrafes, cut and dry, 
Evermore thy tongue fupply. 

And thy memory is loaded 
With old fcraps from plays exploded : 
.Stock’d with repartees and jokes. 
Suited to all Chriftian folks ; 

Shreds of wit, and fenfelefs rhymes, 
Blunder’d out a thoufand times. 

Nor wilt thou of gifts be fparing. 
Which can ne’er be worfe for wearing, 
Picking wit among collegians, 

In the playhoufe upper regions; 
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Where, in eighteen-penny gall’ry, 2J 

Iriih nymphs learn Irifli railPry : 

But thy merit is thy failing, 

And thy raillery is railing. 

Thus with talents well endu’d 
To be fcurrilous and rude ; 50 

When you pertly raife your fnout, 

Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and flout: 

This among Hibernian affes, 

For fheer wit and humour paiTes. 

Thu? indulgent Chloe bit, 35 

Swears you have a world of wit. 



DEATH and DAPHNE*. 

To an agreeable young lady, but extremelv 
lean. 

Written in the year 1730. 

T\Eath went upon a folemn day 

At Pluto's hall his court to pay: 

The phantom, having humbly kift 
His grifly monarch’s iooty flft, 

Prefentcd him the weekly bills j- 

Of doctors, fevers, plagues, and pills. 

Pluto obferving fince the peace, 

The burial article decreafe : 

And vex’d to fee affairs mifcarry, 

Declar’d in council, Death muft marry : 10 

Vow’d he no longer could fupport 
Old batchelors about his court: 

* See an anecdote relating to this lady, vol. 7. p. 112. 
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Jhe in t’relt of liis realm had need; 

That death fliould get a ntim’rous breed ; 
Young deathlings, who, by praaice made 
Proficient ip their father’s trade. 

With colonies might ftock around 
His large dominions under ground. 

A confult of coquets below 
Was call’d to rig him out a beau : 

From her own head Megara takes 
A periwig of twilled fnakes ; 

Which in the niceft fafhion curl’d, 

(Like toupees * of this upper world). 

With flow’r of fulphur powder’d well. 
That graceful on his ihoulders fell. 

An adder of the fable kind, 

In line direft, hung down behind. 

'l'lie owl, the raven, and the bat, 

Clubb’d for a feather to his hat; 

His coat, an us’rer’s velvet pall, 

» Bequeath’d to Pluto, corpfe and all. 

But loath his perfon to expofe 
Bare, like a carcale pick’d by crows. 

A lawyer o’er his hands and face 
Stuck artfully a parchment cafe. 

No new-flux’d rake fhew’d fairer Ikin : 

Nor Phillis after lying in. 

V ith fnuff was fill’d his ebon box 
Of fhin-bones rotted by the pox. * 

Nine fpirits of blafpheming fops 
With aconite anoint his chops; 

And give him words of dreadful founds, 
G-d d—n his blood, and b—-d and w—ds. 

Thus furnifh’d out, he fent his train 
To take a houfe in Warwick-lane: 
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• Tire periwigs now in fafliion are fo r,l! e j. 
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The faculty, his humble friends, 

A complimental meflage fends: 

Their prefident in fcarlet gown 

Harangu’d, and welcom’d him to town. $o 

But death had bus’nefs to difpatch ; 

His mind was running on his match. 

And, hearing much of Daphne’s fame, 

His Majefty of terrors came, 

Fine as a col’nel of the guards, 55 

To vifit where fhe fat at cards. 

She, as he came into the room, 

Thought him Adonis in his bloom. 

And now her heart with pleafure jumps; 

She fcarce remembers what is trumps ; 60 

For fuch a fhape of lkin and bone 
W as never feen except her own : 

Charm’d with his eyes, and chin, and fnout, 

Her pocket-glafs drew {lily out ; 

And grew enamour’d with her phiz, 65 

As juft the counterpart of his. 

She darted many a private glance, 

And freely made the firft advance : 

Was of her beauty grown fo vain, 

She doubted not to win the fwain : 7 ° 

Nothing, fhe thought, could fooner gain him, 

Than with her wit to entertain him. 

She afk’d about her friends below; 

This meagre fop, that batter’d beau : 

Whether fome late departed toafts 55 

Had got gallants among the ghofts ? 

If Chios were a {harper ftill 
As great as ever at quadrille ? 

(The ladies there muft needs be rooks, 

For cards, we know, are Pluto’s books); 80 

If Florimei had found her love, 

For whom fhe hang’d herfelf above ? 

How oft a week was kept a ball 
Bv Proferpine at Pluto’s hall ? 
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She fancy’d thofe Elyfian fhades 85 

The fweetell place for mafquerades ? 

How pleafant on the banks of Styx, 

To troll it in a coach and lix ! 

What pride a female heart inflames ! 

How endlcls are ambitious aims ! 

Ceafe, haughty nymph ; the fates decree 
Death muff not be a fpoufe for thee : 

For when, by chance, the meagre fhade 
Upon thy hand his finger laid, 

Thy hand as dry and cold as lead, 

1 IL matrimonial fpirit fled ; 

He felt about his heart a damp. 

That quite extinguiili’d Cupid’s lamp : 

Away the frighted fpe&re feuds, 

And leaves my Lady in the fuds. 


On STEPHEN DUCK, the Thresher, 

and favourite Poet. 

A QUIBBLING EPIGRAM. 


<jo 


95 


100 


Written in the year 1730. 

T HE threfher Duck could o’er the Queen pre¬ 
vail. 

The proverb fays, “ No fence againft a flail.” 

From threfhing corn he turns to threfli his brains ; 
For which her Majefty allows him grains. 

Though ’tis confefs’d, that thofe who ever faw 5 
His poems, think them all not worth a ftraw ! 

Vo j.. VIII. X Ihricc 
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T h rice happy Duck, employed in threfliing ftubble t 
Thy toil ib icilcnkl, and thy profits double. 


A PANEGYRIC on the Dean, in the 
perfon of a Lady iri the north *. 


Written in the year 1730. 


O Efolv’d my gratitude to (how, 

1 v Thrice liev’rend Dean, for all I ow, 

'loo long I have my thanks delay’d 5 
'Y our favours left too long unpaid ; 

But now, in all our fex’s name, 5 

My artlefs mule lhall fing your fame. 

Indulgent you to female kind, 

To all the weaker Tides are blind ; 

Nine more fuch champions as the Dean 

Would loon reftore our ancient reign. 10 

How well to win the ladies hearts. 

You celebrate their wit and parts ! 

How have I felt my fpirit rais’d. 

By you lo oft, lb highly prais’d ! 

Transform’d, by your convincing tongue, ij 
To witty, beautiful and young. 

I hope to quit that auk ward fhame 
Affe&ed by each vulgar dame. 

To modefty a weak pretence; 

And foon grow pert on men of fenfe : 2Q 

To lliew my face with fcornful air, 

Let others match it, if they dare, 

* The Lan’y of Sir Arthur Achefon. 

Imp atient 
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Impatient to be out of debt, 

O, may I never once forget 

The bard, who humbiy deigns to chufe 2; 

Me for the fubjeft of his mufe. 

Behind my back, before my nofe, 

He founds my praife in verfe and profe. 

My heart with emulation burns 
To make you fuitable returns ; 30 

My gratitude the world fhall know ; 

And, fee, the printer s boy below : 

Ye hawkers all, your voices lift; 

A panegyric on Dean Swift ; 

And then, to mend the matter ftill, 35 

By Lady Anne of Market hill*. 

I thus begin : My grateful mufe 
Salutes the Dean in did'rent views ; 

Dean, butler, ufher, jefter, tutor, 

Robert and Derby s f coadjutor : 40 

And as you in commifiion fit, 

To rule the dairy next to Kit +. 

In each capacity I mean 
To ling your praife. And fir ft as Dean . 

Envy mull own, you underhand your 45 

Precedence, and fupport your grandeur : 

Nor of your rank will bate an ace, 

Except to give Dean Daniel place. 

In you fuch dignity appears ; 

So fuited to you» fiftte and years ! 50 

With ladies what a ft rift decorum ! 

With what devotion you adore ’em ! 

Treat me with fo much complaifance, 

As fits a princefs in romance ! 


* A village neir Sir Arthur Achefon's honfc, where the au¬ 
thor palled two lummers. 

•f* The names of two overfeers. 

J My Lady’s fouiiaan. 

X 2 By 
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By your example and aflifiance, 

The fellows learn to know their diftance. 
Sir Arthur, fince you fet the pattern. 

No longer calls me fnipe and fiattern ; 

Nor dares he, though he were a Duke, 
Offend me with the lead: rebuke. 

Proceed we to your preaching || next: 
How nice you fplit the hardefi text ! 

How your fuperior learning fhines 
Above our neighb’ring dull divines ! 

At Beggar’s Opera * not fo full pit 
Is feen, as when you mount our pulpit. 

Confider now your converfation : 
Regardful of your age and Ration. 

You ne’er was known by paRion flirr’d. 

To give the leaR offenfive word ; 

But Rill whene’er you Rlence break, 

Watch ev’ry fyliable you fpcak : 

Your Ryle fo clear, and fo concife. 

We never alk to hear you twice. 

But then a par i on fo genteel. 

So nicely clad from head to heel; 
bo fine a gown, a band fo clean, 

As well becomes St. Patrick’s Dean ; 

Such reverential awe exprefs, 

That cow-boys know you by your drefs ! 
Then, if our neighb’ring friends come here, 
How proud are wc when you appear. 

With Rich addrefs and graceful port. 

As clearly fhews you bred at court! 

Now raife your fpirits, Mr Dean. 

I lead you to a nobler lcene ; 

|! The author preached but once while he was there. 

* A play written by Mr. Gay. 
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When to the vault you walk in date. 

In quality of butler’s f mate : 

\ ou next to % Dennis bear the fwav: 

To you we often trull the key : 90 

Nor can he judge with all his art 
So well, what bottle holds a quart : 

What pints may be ft for bottles pafs, 

Juft to give ev’ry man his glafs : 

When proper to produce the beft ; 95 

And what may ferve a common gueft. 

With Dennis you did ne’er combine, 

Not you, to Ileal your mailer’s wine ; 

Except a bottle now and then, 

To welcome brother ferving-men ; 100 

But that is with a good delign, 

To drink Sir Arthur’s health and mine; 

Your mailer’s honour to maintain, 

And get the like returns again. 

Your ufher’s * poll mull next be handled : 105 
How bleft am I by inch a man led ! 

Under whole wife and careful guardlhip 
I now uefpife fatigue and hardlliip ; 

Familiar grown to dirt and wet, 

M hough daggled round, I fcorn to fret : no 

From you my chamber-damfels learn 
My broken kofc to patch and darn. 

Now as a jefter I accofr you ; 

Which never yet one friend lias loft you. 

You judge fo nicely to a hair, 11 £ 

How far to go, and when to fpare. 

By long experience grown fo wife. 

Of ev’ry talte to know the fizc, 

•f* He fometimes ufed 10 direct the butler, 

| Tnc Sutler. 

• He fometimes ufed to walk with the Lady* 
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There’s non fo ignorant or weak 
To take oftbnce at what you fpeak f, 

Whene’er you joke, ’tis all a cafe 
Whether with Dermot, or his Grace ; 

With Teague o’ Murphy, or an Earl, 

A Duchefs or a kitchen girl. 

With fuch dexterity you lit 125 

Their feveral talents with your wit, 

That Moll the chambermaid can frnoke. 

And Gahagan % take ev’ry joke. 

I now become your humble fuitor 
To let me praife you as my tutor *. 13$ 

Poor I, a lavage bred and born, 

By you inftructed ev’ry morn, 

Already have improv’d fo well, 

That I have almolt learn’d to fpell : 

The neighbours who come here to dine, 135 

Admire to hear me fpeak fo line. 

How enviouflv the ladies look, 

When they furprife me at my book 1 
And, fare as they’re alive, at night, 

As foon as gone, will ihow their fpight : 140 

Good Lord ! what can my Lady mean, 

Converting with that nifty Dean ! 

She’s grown fo nice, and fo penurious f. 

With Socrates and Epicurius. 

How could Ihe lit the live long day, 14; 

Yet never aik us once to play ? 

But I admire your patience moil, 

That when I’m duller than a poft. 

Nor can the plaineft word pronounce, 

You neither fume, nor fret, nor llounce ; 150 

+ The ncicliV-ouring lacTes were no great underftanders of raillery, 
J The clown that tut down the old thorn at Market-Hill. 

* In tad weather the author ufed to dirett my Lady in her reading. 
*f* Ignorant ladies often miftokc the word penurious for nice and 

dainty. 
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Are fo indulgent, and fo mild, 

As if I were a darling child. 

So gentle is your whole proceeding. 

That I could fpend my life in reading. 

You merit new employments daily : 155 

Our thatcher, ditcher, gard’ner, baiiy. 

And to a genius fo exteniive, 

No work is grievous or offenfive ; 

Whether your fruitful fancy lies 

To make for pigs convenient ftyes; 160 

Or ponder long, with anxious thought, 

I o banilh rats that haunt our vault : 

Nor have you grumbkd, Rev Vend Dean, 

To keep our poultry fweet and clean ; 

To fweep the manlion-houfe they dwell in, 165 
And cure the rank unfav’ry iindling. 

Now enter as the dairy handmaid : 

Such charming butter * never man made. 

Let others, with fanatic face, 

Talk of their milk for babes of grace; 17© 

From tubs their fnuflling nonfcnie utter : 

Thy milk fliall make us tubs of butter. 

The bifhop with his foot may burn it f. 

But with his hand the Dean can churn it. 

How are the fervants overjoy’d 175 

r l o fee thy Deanfhip thus employ’d ! 

Inftead of poring on a book, 

Providing butter for the cook ! 

Three morning-hours you tofs and (hake 
T he bottle till your fingers ake : 180 

Hard is the toil, nor finall the art, 
r ihe butter from the whey to part; 

* A way of making butter for break L(\, by filling a bottle with 
cream, and /baking it till the butter comes. 

■f Tt is a common laying, when the milk bum e , that the devi! or 
the biihop has fet his foot in ir, the devil having bt.ncioed bi /1 op of 
i.rll. See a fatire on the Irifn bifliops, faid io , a.e icen fir/} prun¬ 
ed in Fog’s journal. 


Behold 




168 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE, 

Behold a frothy fubftance rife ; 

Be cautious, or your bottle flies. 

The butter comes* our fears are ceas’d ; 1S5 

And out you fqueeze an ounce at leaft. 

Your RevYence thus, with like fuccefs, 

(Nor is your lkill or labour lefs), 

When bent upon fome finart lampoon. 

Will tofs and turn your brain till noon ; 190 

Which in its jumblings round the fcull 
Dilates, and makes the veffel full : 

While nothing comes but froth at firft, 

You think your giddy head will burft: 

But fqueezing out four lines in rhyme, 195 

Arc largely paid for all your time. 

But you have rais’d your gen’rous mind 
To works of more exalted kind. 

Palladio was not half fo fkill’d in 

The grandeur of the art of building 200 

Two temples of magnific fize 

Attract the curious trav’ler’s eyes. 

That might be envy’d by the Greeks, 
liais’d up by you in twenty weeks : 

Here, gentle goddefs Cloacine, 2CJ 

Receives all off’rings at her {brine. 

In fep’rate cells the he’s and die’s 
Here pay their vows with bended knees ; 

For ’tis profane when fexes mingle ; 

And ev’ry nymph muft enter iingle, 210 

And when fhe feels an inward motion. 

Come fill’d with rev’rence and devotion. 

The bafhful maid, to hide her blufh, 

Shall creep no more behind a buih; 

Here unobferv’d fhe boldly goes, 21 

As who fliould fay, to pluck a rofe. 

Ye who frequent this hallow’d feene. 

Be net ungrateful to the Dean ; 
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But duly, ere you leave your ftation, 

Offer to him a pure libation, 220 

Or of his own, or Smedley’s * lay, 

Or billetdoux’s, or lock of hay : 

And, O ! may all who hither come, 

Return with unpolluted thumb. 

Yet when your lofty domes I praife, 225 

I figh to think of ancient days. 

Permit me then to raife my dyle, 

And fweetly moralize a while. 

Thee, bounteous goddefs Cloacine, 

To temples why do we confine ? 230 

Forbid in open air to breathe, 

Why are thine altars fix’d beneath ? 

When Saturn rul’d the Ikies alone, 

(That golden age to gold unknown), 

This earthly globe to thee afllgn’d 235 

Receiv’d the gifts of all mankind. 

Ten thoufand altars fmoking round 
Were built to thee, with offerings crown’d : 

And here thy daily vot’ries place’d 

Their facrifice with zeal and hade : 240 

The margin of a purling dream 

Sent up to thee a grateful deam i 

(Though fometimes thou wert pleas’d to wink. 

If Naiads fwept them from the brink) : 

Or where appointing lovers rove, 245 

The flielter of a fhady grove ; 

Or offer'd in fome flow’ry vale, 

Were wafted by a gentlejgale. 

There many a flow’r abfterfive grew, 

Thyfav’rite flow’rs of yellow hue ! 250 

The crocus and the daffodil, 

The cowdip foft and fweet jonquil. 

* See ti* h below, p. 172. 
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But when at lad: ufurping Jove 
Old Saturn from his empire drove; 

Then Gluttony with greafy paws 
Her napkin pinn’d up to her jaws, 

With wat’ry chaps, and wagging chin. 
Brace’d like a drum her oily ikin ; 
Wedg’d in a fpacious elbow-chair, 

And on her plate a treble fhare. 

As if lhe ne’er could have enough, 
Taught harmlefs man to cram and Ruff. 
She lent her prieA in wooden fhoes 
From haughty Gaul to make ragoos ; 
InRead of wholfome bread and cheefe. 

To drefs their foops and frigaffees; 

And, for our home-bred Britiih cheer. 
Botargo, catfup, and caveer. 

dliis bloated harpy, fprung from hell. 
Confin’d thee, goddefs, to a cell; 

Sprung from her womb that impious line. 
Contemners of thy rites divine. 

FirR, lolling Sloth in woollen cap 
Taking her after-dinner nap ; 

Pale Dropfy with a fallow face. 

Her belly burft, and flow her pace : 

And lordly Gout wrapt up in fur : 

And wheezing Aflhma, loath to Air. 
Voluptuous Eafe, the child of Wealth, 
Infedlingthus our hearts by Aeaith ; 

None feek thee now in open air, 

To thee no verdant altars rear ; 

But in their cells and vaults oblcene 
Prefent a facrilice unclean ; 

From whence unfav’ry vapours rofe, 
Offenflve to thy nicer nofe, 

Ah ! who in our clegen'rate days, 

As nature prompts, his off ling pays ? 
Here nature never diff’rence made 
Between the feeptre and the fpade. 
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Ye great ones, why will ye difdain 
To pay your tribute on the plain ? 

Why will you place in lazy pride 
Your altars near your couches fide ? 

* When from the homelieft eardien ware 295 
Are fent up off’rings more fincere. 

Than where the haughty Dutchefs locks 
Her filver vafe in cedar-box. 

Yet fome devotion dill remains 
Among our harmlefs northern fwains f, 30$ 

Whofe off’rings place’d in golden ranks, 

Adorn our cryftal rivers banks ; 

Nor feldom grace the flow’ry dawns, 

With fpiral tops and copple-crowns ; 

Or gilding in a funny morn 305 

The humble branches of a thorn. 

So, poets fing, with golden bougli 
The Trojan hero paid his vow *. 

Hither by lucklefs error led, 

The crude confidence oft I tread ; 3 fo 

Here when my llioes are out of cafe, 

Unweeting gild the tarnifh'd lace ; 

Here by the facred bramble tinge ’cl, 

My petticoat is doubly fringe’d. 

Be witnefs for me, nymph divine, 31 5 

I never rob’d thee with delign ; 

Nor will the zealous Hannah f pout 
To wafli thy injur’d off’rings out. 

But flop, ambitious mufe, in time, 

Nor dwell on fubje&s too fublime. 320 

* Vid Virgil and Lucretius. 

•f The north of Ireland. 

* Virg. lib. 6. 

■f My Lady’s woman. 
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In vain on lofty heels I tread, 

Afpiring to exalt my head ; 

With hoop expanded wide and light. 

In vain I ’tempt too high a flight. 


Me Phoebus J in a midnight dream || 
Accofting, faid, tc Go fhake your cream” **, 
Be humbly minded, know your pod: ; 

Sweeten your tea, and watch your toafi:. 

Thee beft befits a lowly ffcyle : 

Teach Dennis how to ftir the guile ff : 

With Peggy Dixon thoughtful fit. 
Contriving for the pot and fpit. 

Take down thy proudly-fwelling fails, 

And rub thy teeth, and pare thy nails : 

At nicely carving Ihew thy wit ; 

But ne’er prefume to eat a bit: 

Turn ev’ry way thy watchful eye ; 

And ev’ry gueft be fure to ply: 

Let never at your board be known 
An empty plate, except your own. 

Be thefe thy arts *, nor higher aim 
Than what befits a rural dame. 


325 


33 ° 




34 © 


But Cloacina, goddefs bright, 

Sleek-claims her as his right: 

And Smedley f, flowT of all divines, 343 

Shall ling the Dean in Smedley’s lines* 

1 Cyntbius aurem njcllit, Hor, 
fj Cum Jomn’u vera. Idem. 

In the bottle to make butter, 
f Guile, the quantity of ale or beer brewed at one time, 

Mrs. Dixon the houftkecper. 

* Hae tibi erunt arfes. Virg. 

*f A \erv fiupid, infolent, ta&ious, deformed, conceited parfon, a 
vi.e pretender to poetry, preferred by the Duke of Grafton for his 
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CASSINUS and PETER. 


A tragical Elegy. 

Written in the year 1731. 

r IO college-fophs of Cambridge growth. 

Both fpecial wits, and lovers both, 

Conferring as they us’d to meet 
On love, and books, in rapture fweet; 

(Mufe, find me names to fit my metre, ^ 

Caffinus this, and t’other Peter). 

Friend Peter to Caflinus goes, 

To chat a while, and warm his nofe. 

But fuch a fight was never feen. 

The lad lay fwallow’d up in fpleen. ic 

He feem’d as juft crept out of bed ; 

One greafy ftocking round his head. 

The other he fat down to darn 

With threads of diff’rent-colour’d yarn ; 

His breeches torn, expofing wide * 1- 

A ragged fhirt and tawny hide. 

Scorch’d were his fhins, his legs were bare, 

But well embrown’d with dirt and hair. 

A rug was o’er his fhoulders thrown ; 

A rug ; for nightgown he had none. 20 

His jordan flood in manner fitting 
Between his legs to fpue or.fpit in, 

His ancient pipe in fable dy’d, 

And half unfmok’d lay by his fide. 

Him thus accoutred Peter found, 2.7 

With eyes in frnoke and weeping drown’d : 

The leavings of his laft night’s pot 
On embers place'd to drink it hot. 
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Why, Cafly, thou wilt dofe thy pate : 

What makes thee lie abed To late ? 30 

The finch, the linnet, and the thrufh. 

Their mattins chant in ev’ry bufh ; 

And I have heard thee oft falute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 

Heav’n fend thou haft not got the hyps! 35 

How ! not a word come from thy lips ? 

Then gave him feme familiar thumps ; 

A college-joke to cure the dumps. 

The Twain at laft, with grief oppreft, 

Cry’d u Celia !” thrice, and figh’d the reft. 40 

Dear Cafly, though to aik I dread, 

Yet afk I muft ; Is Celia dead ? 

How happy I, were that the worft ? 

But I was fated to be cur ft. 

Come, tell us, has flie play’d the whore ? 45 

Oh Peter, would it were no more ! 

Why, plague confound her Tandy locks : 

Say, has the Tmall or greater pox 
Sunk down her nofe, or Team’d her face ? 

Be cafy, ’tis a common cafe. 50 

O Peter ! beauty’s but a varnilh, 

Which time and accidents will tarnifh : 

But Celia has contriv’d to biaft 
Thofe beauties that might ever laft. 

Nor can imagination guefs, 55 

Nor eloquence divine exprefs, 

How that ungrateful charming maid 
My pureft paflion has betray’d. 


Conceive 
















MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. Iy . 

Conceive the mod invenom’d dart 

To pierce an injur’d lover’s heart. 60 

Why, hang her; though {he Teem’d To coy, 

I know ihe loves the barber’s boy. 


Friend Peter, this I could excufe ; 

For ev’ry nymph has leave to chufe ; 

Nor have I reafon to complain. 

She loves a more deferring Twain. 

But oh ! how ill haft thou divin’d 
A crime, that fhocks all human kind ; 

A deed unknown to female race, 

At which the lun fhould hide his face; 

Advice in vain you would apply- 

Then leave me to defpair and die. 

Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
Thefe elegies and fonnets burn ; 

And on the marble grave thefe rhymes, 

A monument to after times : 

“ Here Cady lies, by Celia flain, 

“ And dying never told his pain.” 

Vain empty world, farewell. But hark. 
The loud Cerberian triple bark. 

And there-behold Aledto (land, 

A whip of fcorpions in her hand. 

Lo, Charon from his leaky wherry 
Beck’ning to waft me o’er the ferry. 

I come, I come,-Medufa ! fee/ 

Her ferpents hifs direct at me. 

Begone; unhand me, hellifh fry : 

Avaunt *-ye cannot fay ’tis I. 
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*5 


Dear Cady, thou mud purge and bleed ; 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 


90 


* See Macbeath. 
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But now, by friendfhip’s facred laws 
I here conjure thee, tell the caufe ; 

And Celia's horrid fa6t relate : 

Thy friend would gladly fhare thy fate. 

To force it out my heart muff rend : 

Yet when conjur’d by fuch a friend- 

Think, Peter, how my foul is rackt ! 
Thefe eyes, thefe eyes beheld the fa<ft. 
Now bend thine ear fince out it muft; 
But when thou feed: me laid in dull, 

The fecret thou flialt ne’er impart, 

Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart; 
(How would her virgin-foul bemoan 
A crime to all her fex unknown !) 

Nor whifper to the tattling reeds 
The blacked: of all female deeds ; 

Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, 

Where Echo fits, and lilVning mocks ; 
Nor let the zephyrs' treach’rous gale 
Thro’ Cambridge waft the direful tale; 
Nor to the chatt'ring feather’d race 
Difcover Celia’s foul difgrace. 

But if you fail, my fpe&re dread 
Attending nightly round your bed : 

And yet I dare confide in you ; 

So take my fecret, and adieu. 

Nor wonder how I loft my wits : 

Oh ! Celia, Celia, Celia fh-*. 


* Sc: the lady's drefling-room, above, p. 147. v. 11$. 
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To a friend who had been much abufed in 
many inveterate libels f. 



’"PHE greateft monarch may be ftabb'd by night. 
And fortune help the murd’rer in his flight 
The vileft ruffian may commit a rape. 

Yet fafe from injur’d innocence efcape: 

And calumny, by working under ground, 5 

Can, unreveng’d, the greateft merit wound. 

What’s to be done ? ffiall wit and learning chufe 
To live obfcure, and have no fame to lofe? 

By cenfure frighted out of Honour’s road, 

Nor dare to ufe the gifts by heav’n beftow’d ; 10 

Or fearlefs enter In through Virtue's gate, 

And buy diftinctipn at the deareft rate ? 

The Logicians refuted, 

T Ogicians have but ill defin’d, 

^ As rational, the human kind ; 

Reafon, they fay, belongs to man ; 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wife Ariftotle and Smiglefius, 5 

By ratiocinations fpecious. 

Have ftrove to prove with great precifion. 

With definition and divifion, 

Homo ej} ratione pr^cditum ; 

But for my foul I cannot credit ’em ; 

+ This 2nd the following poem, both unqucftionably genuine, were 
never infeited in any former edition of the Dean's works. 


Vol. VIIJ. 
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And muft in fpite of them maintain, 

That man and all his ways are vain ; 

And that this boafted lord of nature 
Is both a weak and erring creature ; • 
That inftinct is a furer guide 
Than reafon, boafting mortals pride ; 

And that brute beafts are far before ’em. 
Dens eft anima brutomm. 

Who ever knew an honeft brute, 

At law his neighbour profecute, 

Bring a£Hon for aflfault and battery, 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? 
O’er plains they ramble unconfin’d, 

No politics difturb their mind ; 

They eat their meals, and take their fport. 
Nor know who’s in or out at court. 

They never to the levee go ; 

To treat as deareft friend a foe; 

They never importune his Grace, 

Nor ever cringe to men in place ; 

Nor undertake a dirty job ; 

Nor draw the quill to write for B—b : 
Fraught with inventive they ne’er go 
To folks at Pater-nofter-row : 

No judges, fiddlers, dancing-mafters. 

No pick-pockets, or poetafters. 

Are known to honeft quadrupedes : 

No fingle brute his fellow leads. 

Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 

Nor cut each others throats for pay. 

Of beafts, it is confefs’d, the ape 
Comes neareft us in human fhape ; 

Like man he imitates each fafhion. 

And malice is his ruling paflion. 

But both in malice and grimaces, 

A courtier any ape furpaffes. 

Behold him humbly cringing wait 
Upon the minifter of ftate : 
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View him foon after to inferiors 

i\ping the conduct of fuperiors : jo 

He promifes with equal air, 

And to perform takes equal care. 

Pie in his turn finds imitators ; 

At court the porters, lacqueys, waiters, 

Their matters’ manners ftill contract, 55 

And footmen, lords, and dukes can a<R, 

T hus, at the court, both great and fmall 
Behave alike, for all ape all. 


A beautiful young Nymph going to bed *. 

Written for the honour of the Fair Sex in 1731. 

/^Orinna, pride of Drury-lane, 

^ For whom no fhepherd fighs in vain. 

Never did Covent garden boaft 
So bright a batter’d ltrolling toaft! 

No drunken rake to pick her up, 5 

No cellar, where on tick to fup ; 

Returning at the midnight hour, 

Four ftories climbing to her bowT ; 

Then feated on a three-iegg’d chair. 

Takes off her artificial hair. IG 

Now picking out a cryftal eye. 

She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 

Her eye-brows from a moufe’s hide 
Stuck oh with art on either fide, 

* This poem, for which fome have thought no apology could be 
offered, delerves on the contrary, great commendation j as it much 
more forcibly retrains the thoughtlefs and the young from the rifle of 
health and life, by picking up a proftitute, than the fineft declama¬ 
tion on the fordidnefs of the appetite. 

Z 2 Pulls 
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Pulls off with care, and firft difplays ’em. 
Then in a play-book finoothly lays ’em. 
Now dextroufly her plumpers draws. 
That ferve to fill her hollow jaws. 
Untwifts a wire, and from her gums 
A fct of teeth completely comes. 

^ Pulls out the rags contriv’d to prop 
v Her flabby dugs, and down they drop. 
Proceeding on, die lovely goddefs 
Unlaces next her fteel-rib’d bodice, 
Which, by the operator’s (kill, 

Prefs down the lumps, the hollows fill. 
Up goes her hand, and off llie flips 
The bolfter that lupplies her hips. 

With gentleft touch Ihe next explores 
Her fhancres, fifties, running fores; 
Effects of many a fad difafter, 

And then to each applies a plaifter: 

Rut mu ft, before flie goes to bed, 

Rub off the daubs of white and red. 

And fmooth the furrows in her front 
With greafy paper ftuck upon’t, 

She takes a bolus ere fhe fleeps ; 

And then between two blankets creeps. 
With pains of love tormented lies; 

Or if fhe chance to clofe her eyes, 

Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams, 
And feels the lafh, and faintly fereams; 

Or by a faithlefs bully drawn, 

At fome hedge-tavern lies in pawn ; 

Or to Jamaica feems tranfported 
Alone *, and by no planter courted; 

Or, near Fleet-ditch’s oozy brinks, 
Surrounded with a hundred ftinks. 
Belated, feems on watch to lie, 

And fnap fome cully pafllng by ; 


— 1 Et longam Ir.ccmitata •videtur 

Ire viat . 
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Or, ftruck with fear, her fancy runs 
On watchmen, conftables, and duns. 

From whom ihe meets with frequent rubs ; 

But never from religious clubs; 

Whole favour ihe is fure to find, 55 

Becauie ihe pays them all in kind. 

Corinna wakes. A dreadful fight! 

Behold the ruins of the night ! 

A wicked rat her plaifter iiole, 

Half eat, and dragg’d it to his hole. 56 

The cryilal eye, alas ! was mifs’d ; 

And pufs had on her plumpers p-fs’d. 

A pigeon pick’d her ilFue-peas : 

And Shock her trefics fill’d with fleas. 

The nymph, though in this mangled plight, 65 
Muft ev’rv morn her limbs unite. 

But how iliall I defcribe her arts 
To recoiled! the fcatter’d parts ? 

Or fhew the anguifh, toil, and pain. 

Of gathering up herfelf again ? 70 

The baihful mufe will never bear 
In fuch a feene to interfere. 

Corinna in the morning dizen’d, 

Who iees, will fpue; whole imells be poifon’d. 


Stre- 
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Strephon and Chloe *. 

Written in the Year 1731. 

O F Chloe all the town has rung. 

By ev’ry fize of poets fung: 

So beautiful a nymph appears 
But once in twenty thoufand years ; 

By nature form’d with niceft care. 5 

And faultlefs to a Angle hair. 

Her graceful mein, her fhape, and face, 

Confefs’d her of no mortal race : 

And then fo nice, and fo genteel; 

Such cleanlinefs from head to heel; 10 

No humours grofs, or frowzy fleams. 

No noifome whiffs, or fweaty ftreams, 

Before, behind, above, below, 

Could from her taintlefs body flow : 

Would fo difcreetly things difpofe, 15 

None ever faw her pluck a rofe. 

Her deareft comrades never caught her. 

Squat on her hams, to make maid’s water. 

You’d fwear that fo divine a creature 

Felt no neceflities of nature. 20 

In fummer had {he walk’d the town. 

Her armpits would not {lain her gown : 

At country-dances not a nofe 
Could in the dog-days fmell her toes. 


* This poem has among others been cenfured for indelicacy; but 
with no better leafon than a medicine would be rejected for its ill talte. 
By attending to the mairiige of Strephon and Chloe, the reader is ne- 
celTarily led to conlider the eft'eCt of that grofs familiarity in which it 
is to l e feared many married perfons think they ha e a right to indulge 
themfelves : he who is difgufted at the picture, feels the f rce of the 
precept, not to difguft another by his practice : and let it never be 
forgotten, that nothing quenches defire like indelicacy ; and that when 
defne hath teen thus quenched, kindnefs will inevitably grow co’d. 

Her 
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Her milk-white hands, both palms and backs, 25 
Like iv’ry dry, and loft as wax. 

Her hands the fofteft ever felt, 

Though cold would burn, tho* dry would melt *. 

Dear Venus, hide this wondYous maid. 

Nor let her loofe to fpoil vour trade. 30 

While fhe engrofles evYy iwain, 

You but o’er half the world can reign. 

Think what a cafe ail men are now in. 

What ogling, fighing, toafting, vowing ! 

What powder’d wigs ! what flames and darts ! 35 

What hampers full of bleeding hearts ! 

What fword-knots ! what poetic ftrains! 

What billet-doux, and clouded canes ! 

But Strephon figh’d fo loud and ftrong, 

He blew a Settlement alone ; 

And bravely drove his rivals down 
W r ich coach and flx, and houfe in town. 

Tlie baihful nymph no more withftands, 

Bccaufe her dear papa commands. 

1 he charming couple now unites : 

Proceed we to the marriage rites. 

Imprimis, at the temple-porch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming torch ; 

The finding Cyprian goddefs brings 
Her infant loves with purple wings ; 

And pigeons billing, fparrows treading, 

Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding. 

The mufes next in order follow, 

Conducted by their ’fquire Apollo: 

Then Mercury with lilver tongue. 

And Hebe, goddefs ever young. 

Behold, the bridegroom and his bride 
Walk hand in hand, and lide by lide ; 
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* Though deep, yet clear, ©V. Dtnbam . 
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She by the tender graces dreft, 

But he by Mars in fcarlet veft. 6e 

The nymph was cover’d with her flammeum *, 

And Phcebus fung th’ epiihalamium f. 

And laft, to make the matter fure. 

Dame Juno brought a prieft demure. 

Luna J was abfent on pretence 6 5 

Her time was not till nine months hence. 

The rites perform’d, the parfon paid, 

In ftate return’d the grand parade; 

With loud huzza’s from all the boys. 

That now the pair mull crown their joys. 70 

But ftill the hardeft part remains. 

* Strephon had long perplex’d his brains, 

How with fo high a nymph he might 
D .’mean himfelf the wedding-night: 

For as he view’d his perfon round, 75 

Mere mortal flefii was all he found : 

His hand, his neck, his mouth, and feet. 

Were duly wafh’d to keep them fweet ; 

(With other parts that lhail be namelefs, 

r l he ladies elie might.think me fhamelefs), 80 

The weather and his love were hot; 

And fhouid he ftruggle, I know what- 

Why, let it go, if I mult tell it- 

He’ll fweat, and then the nymph may fmell it. 
While fhe, a goddefs, dy’d in grain, 8$ 

Was unfufceptible of ftain ; 

And, Venus-like, her fragrant Ikin 
Exhal’d ambrolia from within. 

Can fuch a deny endure 

A mortal human touch impure ? 90 

* A veil which the Reman brides covered themfclves with when 
they were going to be married. 

•f A marriage Tong. 

% Diana goadefs ot midwives. 

How 
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How did the humbled fwain deteft 
His prickly beard, and hairy bread ! 

His nightreap bordered round with lace 
Could give no fbftnefs to his face. 

Yet if the goddefs could be kind. 

What endlefs raptures mud he find ! 

And goddeiTes have now and then 
Come down to vifit mortal inen ; 

To vifit and to court them too; 

A certain goddefs, God knows who, 

(As in a book he heard it read), 

Took Cornel Peleus to her bed. 

But what if he fhould lofe his life 
By venturing on his heav’nly wife ? 

For Strephon could remember well. 

That once he heard a fchoolboy tell. 

How Semele, of mortal race, 

By thunder dy’d in Jove’s embrace; 

And what if daring Strephon dies 
By lightning ihot from Chloe’s eyes ? 

While thefe reflexions fill’d his head. 
The bride was put in form to bed: 

He follow’d, ftript, and in he crept. 

But awfully his diltance kept. 

Now cc ponder well, ye parents dear ; ” 
Forbid your daughters guzzling beer; 
And make them ev’ry afternoon 
Forbear their tea, or drink it foon ; 

That ere to bed they venture up, 

They may difeharge it ev’ry fup : 

If not, they muft in evil plight 
Be often force’d to rife at night. 

Keep them to wholefome food confin’d, 
Nor let them tafte what caufes wind : 
Vol.VIII. A a 
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.(’Tis this the * fkge of Samos means, 125 

Forbidding his difcipies beans). 

O ! think what evils limit eniiie ; 

Mifs Moll the jade will burn it blue: 

And when Ihe once has got the art, 

She cannot help it for her heart ; T30 

But out it Hies, ev’n when fhe meets, 

Her bridegroom in the weddingdheets. 

Carminative f and diuretic ± 

Will damp all paflions ivmpatlietic : 

And love fitch nicety requires, 135 

One blaft will put out all his lires. 

Since hufbands get behind the feene, 

The wife lhould ftudy to be clean ; 

Nor give the iVnalleft room to guefs 

The time when, wants of nature prefs ; 140 

But after marriage, praftife more 

Decorum than Ihe did before ; 

To keep her ipoufe deluded frill. 

And make him fancy what lhe will. 

In bed we left the married pair : 143 

’Tis time to’fhew how things went there* 

Strephon who had been often told 
That fortune hill aflifts the bold, 

Refolv’d to make the fir ft attack ; 

But Chloe drove him fiercely back. 15© 

How could a nymph fo chafte as Chloe, 

With confutation cold and fnowy, 

Permit a brutifh man to touch her ? 

Ev’n lambs by inltindt fly the butcher. 

Ilefiftance on the wedding-night 153 

Is what our maidens claim by right : 

And Chloe, ’tis by all agreed, 

Was maid in thought, and word, and deed. 

* A well kno.\n precept of Pythagoras, not to cat btans : \vh : ch 
has beenvariouily interpreted, anil is (uppolfcd to com tin fume alle¬ 
gorical me aning. 

4 Medicines to b.ealc wind. 

J Medic nes to provoke urine. 
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Yet fomc aflign a did'’rent reafon ; 

'J hat Strephon choic no proper feafon. 160 

Say, fair ones, muft I make a paufe, 

Or freely tell the fecret caufe ? 

Twelve cups of tea (with grief I fpeak) 

Had now con drain'd the nymph to leak. 

This point mud needs be fettled brd : 165 

The bride mud either void or burd. 

Then fee the dire effects of peafe, 

Think what can give the cholic cafe. 

The nymph oppred’d before, behind. 

As diips are tols’d by waves and wind, 170 

Steals out her hand, by nature led, 

And brings a veiled into bed : 

Fair uteniil, as iinooth and white 
As Chloe’sikin, almoft as bright. 

Strephon, who heard the fuming rill 175 

As from a mofly cliff*diftil, 

Crv’d out, Ye gods ! what found is this ? 

Can Chloe, heavenly Chine-? 

Rut when he lined a noifome fleam, 

Which oft attends that lukewarm ftream ; 180 

(Salerno * both together joins, 

As fov’reign med’eines for the loins) ; 

And though contriv'd, we may fuppofe, 

To flip his ears, yet druck his nofe : 

He found her, while the feentincreas'd, 185 

As mortal as himfelf at lead. 

But foon with like occafions prefr. 

He boldly fent his hand in queft 
(Infpir’d by courage from his bride) 

To reach the pot on t’other iide: 190 

* l r iie Scbol. SaUrrt. Rules of health, written by the fchool of 
Silc.num. 

“ Mingere cum fcumbis res eft falubcrrima lumbi?.” 
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And as he fill’d the reeking vafe. 

Let fly a roufer in her face. 

The little Cupids hov’ring round, 

(As pictures prove), with garlands crown’d, 
Abafli’d at what they faw and heard, 195 

Flew off, nor ever more appear’d. 

Adieu to ravifhing delights, 

High raptures, and romantic flights ; 

To goddeffes fo heav’nly fweet, 

Expiring fhcpherds at their feet; 200 

To filver meads and fhady bow’rs, 

Drefs’d up with amaranthine flow’rs. 

How great a change ! how quickly made! 

They learn to call a fpade a fpade. 

'1 hey foon from all conftraint are freed ; 

Can fee each other do their need. 

On box of cedar fits the wife, 

And makes it warm for deareft life ; 

And, by the beaftlyway of thinking, 

Find great lociety in ftinking. 

Now Strephon daily entertains 
His Chloe in the homeli’ft ftrains ; 

And Chloe, more experienced grown. 

With int’reft pays him back his own. 

No maid at court is lefs afham’d 
Howe’er for telling bargains fam’d. 

Than flie, to name her parts behind, 

Or when abed to let out wind. 

Fair Decency, ccleftial maid, 

Defcend from heav’n to beauty’s aid ; 220 

Though Beauty may beget defire, 

’Tis thou mu ft fan the lover’s fire ; 

For Beauty like fupreme dominion, 

Is belt fupported by Opinion : 
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If Decency bring no fupplies. 
Opinion falls, and Beauty dies. 


To fee fome radient nymph appear 
In all her glitt’ring birth-day gear, 

^ ou think fome goddefs from the fky 


Defcended, ready cut and dry : 230 

But ere you fell yourfelf to laughter, 

Confider well what may come after; 

For fine ideas vanifh fall, 

While all die grofs and filthy laft. 

O Strephon, ere that fatal day 235 

When Chloe hole your heart away. 

Had you but through a cranny fpy’d 
On houfe of eafe your future bride. 

In all the poftures of her face, 

Which nature: gives in fuch a cafe; . 240 

Diftortions, groanings, (trainings, hearings, 

J l were better you had lick’d her leavings, 

Than from experience find too late 
Your goddefs grown a filthy mate. 

Your fancy then had always dwelt 245 

On what you faw, and what you fmelt ; 

W ould ftill the fame ideas give ye. 

As when you fpy’d her on the privy. 

And, ’ipite of Chloe’s charms divine. 

Your heart had been as whole as mine. 250 

Authorities, both old and recent, 

Direct that women mull be decent ; 

And from the fpoufe each blemifh hide, 

More than from all the world befide *. 

* If virtue, as f.me writers pretend, be thn which p-oduers hap- 
pinefs, ir mufi be granted that to pr3Ctife decency is a ir.oral obligati¬ 
on j and if \irtue confills in cbcdiencc to a law, a the nuptial laws 
ir.join both parties to avoid offence, decency will fiill be duty, and the 
breach of it will incur fome degree of guilt. 


Unjuftly 
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Unjuftly all our nymphs complain 
Their empire holds lo Ihort a reign ; 

Is after marriage left lo foon, 

It hardly holds the honey-moon : 

For if they keep not what they caught, 

It is entirely their own fault. 

They rake poffeffion of the crown, 

And then throw all their weapons down: 
Though, by the politicians fcheme, 
Whoe’er arrives at pow’r fupreme, 

Thofe arts by which at firft they gain it, 
They ftill muft pra&ife to maintain it. 

What various ways our females take 
To pafs for wits before a rake ? 

And in the fruitlefs fcarch purfue 
All other methods but the true. 

Some try to learn polite behaviour 
By reading books againft their Saviour: 
Some call it witty to reflect 
On ev’ry natural defeat : 

Some fhew they never want explaining 
To comprehend a double meaning. 

But fure a tell-tale out of ichool 
Is of ail wits the greateft fool: 

Whole rank imagination fills 

Her heart, and from her lips diftils j 

You’d think fne utter’d from behind, 

Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 

Why is a handfome wife ador’d 
By ev’ry coxcomb but her lord ? 

From yonder puppet-man inquire, 

Who wifely hides his wood and wire; 
Shew’s Sheba’s queen completely dreil. 
And Solomon in royal veft ; 

But view them litter’d on the floor, 

Or ft rung on pegs behind the door ; 
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Lunch is exactly of a piece 


With Lorrain’s Duke, and Prince of Gr 

A prudent builder fhould forccaft 
How long the Huff is like to laff ; 

And carefully obferve the ground 
To build on fome fonndacion found : 
What houfe, when its materials crumble, 
Mu ft not inevitably tumble ? 

What edifice can long endure 
Rais’d on a balls unfecure ? 

Ralh mortals, ere vou take a wife. 
Contrive your pile to laff fer life: 

Since beauty fcarce endures a day, 

And youth fo fwiftly glides away ; 

Why will you make yourfclf a bubble, 
To build on fand with hay and ftubblc ? 

On fenfe and wit your paffion found, 
By decency cemented round ; 

Let prudence with good nature ftrive 
To keep efteem and love alive. 

Then come old age whene’er it will. 

Your friendship lhall continue ftill : 

And thus a mutual gentle fire 
Shall never but with life expire. 



Apollo •, or, A Problem 
Written in the year 1731. 



!o, god of light and wit, 


1 * Could verfe infpire, but feldom writ; 

# For the fame reafon many an handfome wife is neglefl 
homely miftrefs, who better knows her intcrcft, a.idconfid 
her irjdc. 
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Refin’d all metals with his looks, 

As well as chymifts by their books : 

As handfome as my lady’s page ; J 

Sweet five and twenry was his age. 

His wig was made of funny rays, 

He crown’d his youthful head with bays : 

Not all the court of heav’n could fhow 

So nice and fo complete a beau. 10 

No heir upon his firfi: appearance, 

With twenty-thoufand pounds a-year rents, 

E’er drove, before he fold his land. 

So fine a coach along the ftrand ; 

The fpokes, we are by Ovid told, ij 

Were filver, and the axle gold. 

(I own, ’twas but a coach and four, 

For Jupiter allows no more). 

Yet with his beauty, wealth, and parts. 

Enough to win ten thoufand hearts, 20 

No vulgar deitv above 
W as fo unfortunate in love. 

Three weighty canfes were afllgn’d. 

That mov’d the nymphs to be unkind. 

Nine mufes always waiting round him, 2J 

He left them virgins as he found ’em. 

His finging was another fault; 

For he could reach to B in alt: 

And, by the fentiments of Pliny, 

Such lingers are like Nicolini # . 30 

At laffc the point was fully clear’d : 

In fhort Apollo had no beard. 

* An Italian. 
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9 

The Place of the Damned. 

Written in the year 1731. 

A LL folks, who pretend to religion and grace. 
Allow there’s a Hell, butdifputeof the place: 
But if Hell may by logical rules be defin’d 

The place of the damn’d-I’ll tell you my mind. 

Wherever the damn'd do chiefly abound, 5 
Mod certainly there is Hell to be found: 

Damn’d poets, damn’d critics, damn’d blockheads, 
damn’d knaves, 

Damn’d fenators brib’d, damn’d proftitute flavcs ; 
Damn’d lawyers and judges, damn’d lords, and 
damn’d fquires; 

Damn’d fpies and informers, damn’d friends, and 
damn’d liars ; 10 

Damn’d villains, corrupted in every ftation ; 
Damn’d time-ferving priefts all over the nation. 

And into the bargain I’ll readily give ye 
Damn’d ignorant prelates, and counfcllors privy. 
Then let us no longer by parfons be flamm’d, l£ 
For we know by thefe mark* the place of the 
damn’d : 

And Hell to be fure is at Paris or Piome. 

How happy for us, that it is not at home ! 

JUDAS. 

Written in the year 1731. 

T> Y the juft vengeance of incenfed Ikies 
" Poor Bifhop Judas late reprenting dies. 
Vol.VIII. B b The 
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The Jews engage’dlnm with a paltry bribe > 
Amounting hardly to a crown a tribe ; 

Which tho’ his confcience force’d him to reftore, ^ 
(And parions tell us, no man can do more), 

Yet, through defpair, of God and man accurft, 

He loft his bilhoprick, and hang’d or burft. 

Thole former ages differ’d much from this ; 

Judas betray’d his mafter with a kifs: 10 

But fame have kifs'd the gofpei fifty times, 

Who’s perjury’s the leaif of all their crimes : 

Some who can perjure thro’ a two-inch board. 

Yet keep their bifhoprics, and ’fcape the cord. 

Like hemp, which, by a tkilful fpinfter drawn 15 
To {lender threads, may fometimes pafs for lawn. 

As ancient Judas by tranfgreflion fell, 

And burft afunder ere he went to hell; 

So could we fee a fet of new Ifcariots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chariots; 
Each modern Judas perifli like the firft; 21 

Drop from the tree with all his bowels burft ; 

Who could forbear, that view’d each guilty face, 

To cry, “ Lo Judas gone to his own place; 

“ His habitation let all men forlake, 25 

“ And let his biflioprick another take ?’ r 

On Mr. Pultney being put out of the 
council. 

Written in the year 1731. 

S IR Robert * weary’d by Will Pultney’s teaiings, 
Who interrupted him in all his leaiings, 
Refolved that Will and he fhould' meet no more: 
Full in his face Bob fhuts the council door; 

* Sir Robert Walpole, 

Nor 
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Nor lets him fit as juftice on the bench 5 

To punifh thieves, or lalh a fuburb wench. 

Yet 1 till St. Stephen’s chapel open lies 
For Will to enter—what fhall I advife ? 

E’en quit the House, for thou too long haft fat 
in’t, 

Produce at laft thy dormant ducal patent; 10 

There, near thy mailer’s throne in Ihelter placeM, 
Let Will unheard by thee his thunder waftc. 

Yet Hill I fear your work is done but half : 

For while he keeps his pen, you are not fafe. 

Here an old fable, and a dull one too; 15 

Yet bears a moral, when apply’d to you. 

A hare had long efcap’d purfuing hounds, 

By often fhifting into diftant grounds ; 

Till finding all his artifices vain, 

To fave his life he leap’d into the main. 20 

But there, alas! he could no fafety find, 

A pack of dog-filh had him in the wind. 

He fcours away, and to avoid the foe 
Defcends for Ihelter to the lhades below. 

There Cerberus lay watching in his den ; *5 

(He had not feen a hare tlie Lord knows when) ; 

Out bounce’d the maftifFof the triple head; 

Away the hare with double fwiftnefs fled. 

Hunted from earth, and fea, and hell, he flies 
( Fear lent him wings) for fafety to the ikies. 30 
How was the fearful animal difireft! 

Behold a foe more fierce than all the reft : 

Syrius, the fwifteft of the heavenly pack, 

Fail’d but an inch to feize him by the back. 

He fled to earth, but firft it coft him dear; 35 

He left his feut behind, and half an ear. 

Thus was the hare purfu’d, tho’ free from guilt; 
Thus, Bob, ihalt thou be maul’d, fly where thou wilt: 
Then, honeft Robin, of thy corpfe beware; 

Thou art not half fo nimble as a hare; 4c 

Bb* Tj 
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Too pond’rous is thy bulk to mount the Iky ; 
Nor can you go to hell, before you die. 

So keen thy hunters, and thy fcent fo ftrong, 
Thy turns and doublings cannot fave thee long.* 



The author having been told by an intimate 
friend, that the Duke of Queenfberry had 
employed Mr. Gay to infpect the accounts 
and management of his Grace’s receivers 
and Rewards, (which however proved af¬ 
terwards to be a miftake), writ to Mr. Gay 
the following poem. 

In the year 1731. 

TTOW could you, Gay, difgrace the mufes train, 

* To ferve a taftelefs court twelve years in vain f! 
Fain would I think our female friend £ fincere, 

Till Bob, the poet’s foe, poflefs’d her ear. 

Did female virtue e’er fo high afcend, 5 

To lofe an inch of favour for a friend? 

Say, had the court no better place to chufe 
For thee, than make a dry-nurfe of thy mufe ! 

How cheaply had thy liberty been fold, 

To ’fquire a royal girl of two years old ; 10 

In leading firings her infant Reps to guide. 

Or with her go-cart amble lide by fide ! 


* This hunting ended in the promotion both of Will and Bob. 
Bob was no longer firft minifter, but Earl of Oxford ) and Will was 
no longer his opponen:, but Earl of Bath. 

-f- See the libel on Dr. Delany and Lord Carteret, in this volume, 
j Mrs. Howard, fince Countefs of Suffolk. 
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But princely Douglas *, and his glorious dame, 
Advance'd thy fortune, and preferv'd thy fame. 
Nor will yqur nobler gifts be mifapply’d, 15 

When o’er your patron’s treafure you preiide : 

The world lhall own his choice was wife and juft. 
For fons of Phoebus never break their truft. 

Not love of beamy lefs the heart inflames 
Of guardian eunuchs to the Sultan’s dames ; 20 

Their paflions not more impotent and cold. 

Than thofe of poets to the luft of gold. 

With Paean’s pureft fire his fav’rites glow, 

The dregs will ferve to ripen ore below; 

His meaneft work : for had he thought it fit, 25 
That wealth fhould be the appendage of wit, 

The god of light could ne’er have been fo blind 
To deal it to the worft of human-kind. 


But let me now, for I can do it well, 

Tour conduct in this new employ foretell. 30 

And firft: To make my obfervation right, 

I place a ftatefman full before my light, 

A bloated minifter in all his geer, 

With fhameiefs vifage, and perfidious leer; 

Two rows of teeth arm each devouring jaw; 35 

And, oftrich-like, his all-digefting maw. 

My fancy drags this monfter to my view. 

To fhew the world his chief reverfe in you. 

Of loud unmeaning founds a rapid flood 
Rolls from his mouth in plenteous ftreams of mud; 
With thefe the court and fenate-houfe he plies, 41 
Made up of noife, and impudence, and lies. 

Now let me fhew how Bob and you agree, 

You ferve a potent prince f, as well as he. 


# The Duke of Qu'enfberrv. 

*f A title given to dokes by the herald*. 

The 
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The ducal coffers, trufted to your charge, 

Your honeft care mav fill, perhaps enlarge. 

H is vaflfals ealy, and the owner bleft, 

They pay a triiie, and enjoy the reft. 

Not fo a nation’s revenues are paid ; 

The fervant’s faults are on the mafterlaid. 50 
The people with a Ugh their taxes bring: 

And curling Bob, forget to blefs the King. 

Next hearken, Gay, to what thy charge requires. 
With fervants, tenants, and the neighb’ring Yquircs. 
Let all domeftics feel your gentle fway : 55 

Nor bribe, infillt, nor flatter, nor betray, 

Let due reward to merit be allow’d; 

Nor with your kindred half the palace crowd. 

Nor think vourfelf fecurein doing wrong. 

By telling nofes with a party ftrong. 60 

Be rich ; but of your wealth make no parade ; 
Atleaft before your mafter’s debts are paid. 

Nor in a palace, built with charge immenfe, 
Prefume to treat him at his own expence. 

Each farmer in the neighbourhood can count, 65 
To what your lawful perquifites amount. 

The tenants poor, the hardnefs of the times, 

Are ill excufes for a fervant’s crimes. 

With int’reft, and a premium paid befide, 

The mafter’s prefling wants mull be fupply’d; 70 

With hafty zeal behold the fteward come 
By his own credit to advance the fum ; 

Who, while th’ unrighteous Mammon is his friend, 
May well conclude his pow’r will never end. 

A faithful treas’rer ! what could he do more ? 75 

He lends my Lord, what was my Lord’s before. 

The law fo ftriclly guards the monarch’s health, 
That no phyfleian dares preferibe by Health : 

The council fit; approve the Doctor’s {kill; 

And give advice before he gives the pill. 


80 
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But the ftate-imp’ric acts a fafer part; 

And while he poil'ons, wins the royal heart. 

9 

But how can I defer ibe the rav’nous breed £ 

I hen let me now by negatives proceed. 

Suppofe your Lord a trufty fervant fend 85 
On weighty bus nefs to fome neighb’ring friend; 
Prefume not, Gay, unlels you ferve a drone, 
r l o countermand his orders by your own. 

Should fome imperious neighbour fink the boats. 
And drain the filh- ponds, while your mafter dotes ; 
Shall he upon the ducal rights intrench, 9 i 

Becauie he brib’d you with a brace of tench ? 

Nor from your Lord his bad condition hide 
To feed his luxury, or looth his pride. 

Nor at an under-rate his timber fell, 9- 

And with an oath allure him, all is well. 

Or lwear it rotten *; and with humble airs 
Requeft it of him to compl at your lfairs. 

Nor when a mortgage lies on half his lands. 

Come with a purfe of guineas in your hands. 100 

Have Peter Waters always in your mind; 

That rogue of genuine minifterial kind 
Can half the peerage by his arts bewitch ; 

Starve twenty lords to make one fcoundrel rich ; 
And when he gravely has undone afeore, 105 
Is humbly pray’d to ruin twenty more f. 

A dextrous Reward, when his tricks are found, 
Hulh-money fends to all the neighbours round ; 

* Thefc ar ® thought to allude to Tome ftory concerning a great 
quantity of mahogony declared rotten, and then apolicd by foracbody* 
rowainfeot, ftairs, door-cafes, &c. 

t He h a d pra&ifed this trade for many years with fucccfs. 
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His matter, unfufpicious of his pranks, 

Pays all the coft, and gives the villain thanks, ti 
And fhould a friend attempt to fet him right. 

His lordfhip would impute it all to fpite : 

Would love his fav’rite better than before, 

And truft hi* honefty juft fo much more. 

Thus families, like realms, with equal fate, 115 
Arc funk by premier mlnifters of ftate. 

Some, when an heir fucceeds, go bold’y on, 
And, as they rob’d the father, rob the fon. 

A knave who deep imbroils his lord’s affairs, 

Will foon grow neceffary to his heirs# 

His policy confifts in fetting traps. 

In finding ways and means, and flopping gaps ; 

He knows a thoufand tricks whene’er he pleafe. 
Though not to cure, yet palliate each difeafe. 

In either cafe an equal chance is run ; 125 

For keep, or turn him out, my Lord’s undone. 
You want a hand to clear a filthy fink ; 

No cleanly workman can endure the ftink, 

A ftrong dilemma in a dep’rate cafe ! 

To adt with infamy, or quit the place, 13s 

A bungler thus, who fcarce the nail can hit. 
With driving wrong will make the pannel fplit : 
Nor dares an abler workman undertake 
To drive a fecond, left the whole fhould break. 

In every court the parallel will hold ; 13$ 

And kings, like private folks, are bought and fold. 
The ruling rogue who dreads to be cafhier’d. 
Contrives, as he is hated, to be fear’d ; 

Confounds accounts, perplexes all affairs ; 

For vengeance more embroils, than fkill repairs. 140 
So robbers, (and their ends are juft the fame),] 

To ’fcape inquiries, leave the houfe in flame. 
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I knew a brazen minifter of Rate, 

Who bore for twice ten years the public hate. 

In cv’ry mouth the queftion moft in vogue 145 
Was, When will they turn out this odious rogue ? 
A juncture happen’d in his higheft pride : 

While he went robbing on, old matter dy’d. 

We thought there now remain’d no room to doubt; 
His work is done, the minifter mutt out. 150 
The court invited more than one or two ; 

Will you, Sir Spencer ? or, Will you, or you ? 
But not a foul his ofiice durft accept ; 

The fubtle knave had all the plunder fwept; 

And fuch was then the temper of the times, 155 
He ow’d his prcfervation to his crimes. 

The candidates obferv’d his dirty paws, 

Nor found it difficult to guefs the caufe : 

But when they fmelt fuch foul corruptions round 
him, I 

Away they fled, and left him as they found him. 160 

Thus, when a greedy floven once has thrown 
His fnot into die mefs, ’tis all his own. 


The Hardship put upon the Ladies. 


Written in the year 1733. 

■pOor ladies ! though their bus’nefs be to play, 
’Tis hard they mutt be bufy night and day : 
Why fhould they want the priviledge of men. 

Nor take fome fmall diverflons now and then ? 

Had women been the makers of our laws; 5 

(And why they were not, I can fee no caufe): 

The men fhould flave at cards from morn to night; 
And female pleafures be to read and write. 

Vo l.VIII. C c The 
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The following poem was firft printed in 
Fog’s journal of- the 17th of September 
1733. The fubjecl of \t is now over; but 
our author’s known zeal againft that pro¬ 
ject, made it be generally fuppofed to be 
his. it was occafioned by the bifhops of 
Ireland endeavouring to get an ad to di¬ 
vide the church-livings •, which bill was re- 
jeded by the Irifh houfe of Commons *. 

Written in the year 1731. 

/^LD Latimer preaching did fairly defcribe 

A bifhop, who rul’d all the reft of lus tribe ; 

And who is this bifhop ? and where does he dwell ? 

Why, truly, ’tis Satan, Archbifhop of hell. 

And He was a primate, and He wore a mitre 5 

Surrounded with jewels of fulphur and nitre. 

How nearly this bifhop our bifhops refembles ! 

But he has the odds, who believes and who trembles. 

Could you lee his grim Grace, for a pound to a 
penny, 

You’d fwear it muff be the baboon of K-y : 10 

Poor Satan will think the comparifon odious : 

I wilh I could find him out one more commodious. 

But this I am fure, the molt rev’rend old dragon 

Has got on the bench many b-ps fufFragan ; 

And all men believe he prefides there incog. 15 

To give them, by turns, an invifible jog. 

# See confideraticns on this bill, in vol. 4. p. 92, 
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Our bifhops puft up with wealth and with pride. 
To hell on the backs of the clergy would ride. 

They mounted and labour’d with whip and with 
fpur, 

In vain--—for the devil a parfon would ftir. 20 

So the Commons unhors’d them; and this was 
their doom, 

On their crofiers to ride, like a witch on a broom. 
Though they gallop’d fo faft, on the road you may 
find ’em, 

And have left us but three out of twenty behind ’em. 
Lord Bolton’s good grace, Lord Car, and Lord 
Howard *, 

In fjpite of the devil will ftill be untoward. 

They came of good kindred, and could not endure 
Their former companions lhould beg at their door. 

When Clrift was betray’d to Pilate the Praetor, 
Of a dozen apoftles, but one prov’d a traitor ; 30 
One traitor alone, and faithful eleven ; 

But we can afford you fix traitors in fevcn. 

What a clutter with clippings, dividings, and 
cleavings ! 

And the clergy forfooth muft take up with their 
leavings. 

If making divifions was all their intent, 35 

They’ve done it, we thank ’em, but not as they 
1 * meant; 

And fo may fuch bifhops for ever divide, 

That no honefi: heathen would be on their fide. 
How fhould we rejoice, if, like Judas the fir ft:, 
Thofc fpiitters of parfons in funder fhould burll ? 40 

Now hear an allufion :-A mitre you knew 

Is divided above, but united below. 


Archbi&op of Ca&el, Bifhops of KilUloc and Elphin. 
C C 2 


If 
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If this you confider, our emblem is right; 

The b-s divide, but the clergy unite. 44 

Should the bottom be fplit, our b-ps would dread 

That the mitre would never flick fait on their head; 
And yet they have learn’d the chief art of afov’reign. 
As Machiavel taught ’em, Divide, and ye govern. 

But courage, my L-ds; tho’it cannot‘be faid 

That one cloven tongue ever fat on your head ; 50 
I'll hold you a grofLt, and I wifli I could fee’t. 

If your {lockings were off, you could fhew cloven 
feet. 

But hold, cry the b-ps, and give us fair play; 

Before you condemn us, hear what we can fay. 
What truer affe<dion could ever be fhown, 55 

Than faving your fouls, by damning our own ? 
And have we not practis’d all methods to gain you ; 
With the tithe of the tithe of the tithe to maintain 
you; 

Provided a fund for building your fpittals ? 

You are only to leave four years without victuals. 60 
Content, my good L—ds ; but let us change hands ; 
Firft take you our tithes, and give us your lands. 
So God blefs the church, and three of our mitres; 
And God blefs the Commons for biting the biters. 
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To the Reverend Dr. Swift, D. S. P. D. 

With a prefent of a paper-book finely bound, on 
his birth-day, November 30. 1732, 


By the Right Hon. John Earl oft)* RERY. 

T O thee, dear Swift, thefe fpotlefs leaves I fend ; 

^mall is the prelent, butlincere the friend. 
Think not fo poor a book below thy care; 

Who knows the price that thou canfl make it bear ? 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla’s face, 5 
The fpecious front Ihines out with borrow’d grace; 
1 hough pafteboards glitt’ring like a tinfel’d coat 
A rafa tabula within denote : 

Yet if a venal and corrupted age, 

And modern vices lliould provoke thy rage : 10 

If warn’d once more by their impending fate, 

A finking country and an injur’d ftate, 

Thy great afliftance fhotild again demand, 

And call forth reafon to defend the land ; 

Then fhall we view thefe fheets with glad furprife, 15 
Infpir’d with thought, and fpeaking to our eyes : 
Each vacant fpace fhall then, enrich’d, difpenfe 
True force of eloquence, and nervous fenfe ; 
Inform the judgement, animate the heart, 
Andfacred rules of policy impart. 20 

ThAfpanglcd cov’ring, bright with fplendid ore. 
Shall cheat the fight with empty fliow no more : 

But lead u inward to thole golden mines. 

Where all thy foul in native lullre fhines. 

• h was occafi:ncd by an annual cu^om which I found purfued a- 
h «s fiicnds, ot making him a prefent on bis birthday. On try. 

So 
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So when the eye furveys fome lovely fair, 2 ; 

With bloom of beauty grace’d, with fliape and air, 
How is the rapture heigten’d, when we find 
Her form excell’d by her celeftial mind ! 



VERSES left with a filver ftandifh on the 
Dean of St. Patrick’s dtfk on his 
birth-day, by Dr. Delany. 


TTlther from Mexico I came 

To ferve a proud Iernian dame : 

Was long fubmitted to her will; 

At length Ihe loft me at quadrille. 

Through various lhapes I often pafs’d, 5 

Still hoping to have reft at laft : 

And ftill ambitious to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot Dean ; 

And fometimes got within his door, 

But foon turn’d out to ferve the poor * ; i*> 

Not ftrolling idlenefs to aid, 

But honeft induftry decay’d. 

At length an artift purchas’d me, 

And wrought me to the lhape you fee. 

This done to Hermes I apply’d 1 15 

€t O Hermes, gratify my pride : 
u He it my fate to ferve a fage, 

“ The greateft genius of his age ; 

“ That matchlefs pen let me fupply, 

“ Whofe living lines will never die.” 2 • 

I grant your fuit, the God reply’d, 

And here he left me to re fide, 

* Alluding to 50c 1. a year lent by the Dean, without intercfl, t® 
peer tradefinen. 

VERSES 
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VERSES written by Dr. Swift, occafioned 
by the loregoing prefents. 

A Paper-book is fent by Boyle, 

^ ^ Too neatly gilt for me to foil. 

Delany fends a diver ftandifh, 

When I no more a pen can brandifh. 

Let both around my tomb be place’d, 5 

As.trophies of a mule deceas’d : 

And let the friendly lines they writ 
In praile of long departed wit. 

Be grav’d on either lide in columns, 

More to my praife than all my volumes ; 10 

To burft with envy, fpite, and rage. 

The Vandals of the prefent age. 


A Love-Song in the Modern Taste. 


Written in the year 1733. 

I. 

■pLutt’ring fpread thy purple pinions. 
Gentle Cupid, o’er my heart; 

I a Have in thy dominions ; 

Nature muff give way to art. 

H. 

Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o’er your flocks, 
See my weary days confuming 
All beneath yon flow’ry rocks. 


Thus 
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III. 

Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping 
Mourn’d Adonis, lovely youth : 

Him the boar in (Hence creeping, 

Gor’d with unrelenting tooth. 

IV. 

Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers ; 
Fair Difcretion firing the lyre ; 

Sooth my ever-waking (lumbers : 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir, 

V. 

Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 

Arm’d in adamantine chains, 

Lead me to the chryflal mirrors, 

Wat’ring foft Elifian plains. 

VI. 

Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia brows, 

Morpheus hov’ring oe’r my pillow, 

Hear me pay my dying vows. 

VII. 

Melancholy fmooth Meander, 

Swiftly purling in a round, 

On thy margin lovers wander, 

With thy how’ry chaplets crown'd. 

VIII. 

Thus when Philomela drooping 
Softly feeks her filcnt mate, 

See the bird of Juno ilooping, 

Melody refigns to fate. 


io 

*5 

20 

25 

30 
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On the words Brother-Protest ants, 
and Fello w-Chr istians, fo familiarly 
uled by the advocates for the repeal of the 
Test-act in Ireland *. 

Written in the year 1733. 

A N inundation, fays the fable, 

O’erflow’d a farmer’s barn and liable; 

Whole ricks of hay and Racks of corn 
Were down the fudden current borne : 

While things of heterogenous kind 5 

Together float with tide and wind. 

The gen’rous wheat forgot its pride. 

And fail’d with litter fide by fide ; 

Uniting all to fhew their amity. 

As in a general calamity. 10 

A ball of new-dropt horfe’s dung, 

Mingling with apples in the throng. 

Said to the pippin plump and prim, 

“ See, brother, how we apples fwim.’* 

Thus Lamb, renown’d for cutting corns, 15 
An offer’d fee from RadclifF fcorns : 

“ Not for the world ;—we doctors, brother, 

“ Muft take no fees of one another.” 

Thus to a dean fome curate floven 

Sublcribes, “ Dear Sir, your brother loving.” 20 

* This poem fo provoked one Bettefworth, a lawyer, and member 
of the Irifh j.arliam.*nt, that he fwore he would revenge himfelf, ei¬ 
ther by murdering, or maiming the au:h x. On this 7 thirty of the 
nobiliiy and gentry of the liberty of Si. Patrick's waited < n the Dean, 
with a paper, fubfcribtd by them, in which they engaged to defend 
his pcrfon, and fortune, as the friend and benefactor of his country. 

D d 
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Thus all the footmen, lhoeboys, porters, 

About St. James’s, cry, We courtiers.” 

Thus H-ce in the houfe will prate, 

“ Sir, we the miniRers of Rate.” 

Thus at the bar that blockhead Bettefworth, 25 
Tho’ halt a crown o’er-pays his fweat’s worth, 

Who knows, in law, nor text nor margent, 

Calls Singleton his brother-ferjeant. 

Do&thus fanatic faints, tho’ neither in 

And rine nor difciplinc our brethren, 30 

Are brother Proteltants and ChriRians, 

As much as Hebrews and PhiliRines ; 

But in no other fenfe, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow-creature. 

Lice from your body fuck their food ! . 35 

But is a loufe your flelli and blood ? 

Tho’ born of human filth aud fweat, it 
May as well be laid, man did beget it. 

But maggots in your nofe and chin 

As well may claim you for their kin. 43 

Yet critics may object, Why not ? 

Since lice are brethren to a Scot: 

Which made our fwarm of fe£ts determine 
Employments for their brother-vermin. 

But be they Englilli, Irifh, Scottilh, 45 

What ProteRant can be lb fottifh, 

While o’er the church thefe clouds are gathering. 

To call a fwarm of lice his brethren ? 

As Mohs, by divine advice. 

In Egypt turn’d the duR to lice ; 50 

And as our feels, by all deferiptions, 

Have hearts more harden’d than Egyptians; 

As from the trodden duR they fpring, 

And turn’d to lice infeR the king : 

For pity’s fake it would be juR, 55 

A rod lhould turn them back to dufl. 


Let 
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Let folks in high or holy Rations 
Be proud of owning fuch relations : 

Let courtiers hug them in their bofom. 

As if they were afraid to lole ’em : 60 

While I, with humble Job, had rather 
Say to corruption “ Thou’rt my father.” 

For he that has fo little wit 
To nourilh vermin, may be bit. 


On Poetry : A Rhapsody. 

Written in the year 1733. 

A LL human race would fain be wits. 

And millions mifs for one that hits. 

Young’s univerfal pafiion, pride, 

Was never known to fpread fo wide, 

Say, Britain, could you ever boaft 5 

Three poets in an age at moft ? 

Our chilling climate hardly bears 
A fprig of bays in fifty years : 

While every fool his claim alledges, 

As if it grew in common hedges. 10 

What reafon can their be afiign’d 
For this perverfenefs in the mind ? 

Brutes find out where their talents lie : 

A bear will not attempt to fly ; 

A founder’d horfe will oft debate 1 

Before he tries a five-barr’d gate ; 

A dog by infiindl turns afide, 

Who fees the ditch too deep and wide. 

But man we find the only creature 
Who, led by Folly, combats Nature; 20 

Who, when llie loudly cries, Forbear, 

With obftinacy fixes there : 

Dd 2 


And 
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And where his genius leaA inclines, 
Abfurdly bends his whole defigns. 

Not empire to the riling fun 
By valour, conduft, fortune won ; 

Not higheftwifdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern Rates: 

Not Ikill in fciences profound 
So large to grafp the circle round : 

Such heav’nly influence require, 

As how to ftrike the mufe’s lyre. 

Not beggar’s brat on bulk begot;’ 

Not baftard of a pedlar Scot ; 

Not boy brought up to cleaning Aioes, 

The fpawn of Bridewell, or the Rews ; 

Not infants dropt the fpurious pledges 
Of gypiies litt’ring under hedges, 

Are fo difqualified by fate 

To rife in church, or law, or Rate, 

As he whom Phcebus, in his ire, 

Hath blaRed with poetic fire. 

What hope of cuRom in the fair, 

While not a foul demands your ware! 
Where you have nothing to produce 
For private life or public ufe ? 

Court, city, country, want you not; 

You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 

For poets law makes no provifion ; 

The wealthy have you in derifion ; 

Of Rate-affairs you cannot fmatter ; 

Are aukward, when you try to flatter : 

Your portion, taking Britain round. 

Was jufl one annual hundred pound * ; 

* Paid to the pe$t-laureat, which place was given to Mr 
Cibber a player. 
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Now not io much as in remainder. 

Since Cibber brought in an attainder; 

For ever fix’d by right divine 
(A monarch’s right) on Grubftreet line. 

Poor ftarv’ling bard, how fmall thy gains 
How unpropbrtion’d to thy pains ! 

And here a fimile comes pat in : 

Though chickens take a month to fatten. 
The guefts in lefs than half an hour 
Will more than half a fcore devour. 

So after toiling twenty days 
To earn a Rock of pence and praife. 

Thy labours grown the critic’s prey. 

Are fwallow’d o’er a clilli of tea ; 

Gone to be never heard of more. 

Gone where the chickens went before. 

How (hall a new attempter learn 
Of diff’rent fpirits to dilcern. 

And how diltinguilh which is which. 

The poet’s vein, or fcribbling itch ? 

Then hear an old cxpcricncc’d finner, 
Initru&ing thus a young beginner. 

Confult yourfelf, and if you find 
A pow’rful impulfe urge your mind, 
Impartial judge within your brealf 
What fubjeft you can manage bcR; 

Whether your genius inoft inclines 
To fatire, praife, or hum’rous lines, 

To elegies in mournful tone, 

Or prologue fent from hand unknown. 

Then riling with Aurora’s light, 

The mule invok’d, lit down to write ; 

Blot out, correct, infert, refine. 

Enlarge, diminilh, interline ; 

Be mindful, when invention fails. 

To icratch your head, and bite your nails. 
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Your poem finifh’d, next your care 
Is needful to tranfcribe it fair. 

In modern wit all printed trafti is 

Set off with num’rous breaks-and dafhes— 

To ftatefinen would you give a wipe, 95 

You print it in Italic type. 

When letters are in vulgar lhapes, 

’Tis ten to one the wit efcapes ; 

But when in capitals cxpreil, 

The dullejft reader i mokes the jell: ioo 

Or elfe perhaps he may invent 
A better than the poet meant; 

As learned commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew. 

1 • . 

Your poem in its modifh drcfs, 105 

Correctly fitted for the prefs, 

Convey by penny-pofi: to Lintot *, 

But let no friend alive look into’t. 

If Lintot thinks ’twill quit the coft, 

You need not fear the labour loll: 110 

And how agreeably furpris’d 
Are you to fee it advertis’d ! 

The hawker (hews you one in print, 

As frefh as farthings from the mint : 

r i he product of your toil and fweating ; 1 \ - 

A baftaid of your own begetting. 

Be fure at Will’s f, the foll’wing day. 

Lie fnug, and hear whac critics fay. 

And if you find the gen’ral vogue 

Pronounces you a ftupid rogue, 1 20 

Damns all your thoughts as low and little. 

Sit ftill, and fwallow down your fpittle. 


* A hookfeller in Lon:}or, 
4 The poets cofTeehoufc, 


Be 
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Be filent as a politician, 

For talking may beget fufpicion : 

Or praife the judgement of the town, 

And help vourfelf to run it down. 

Give up your fond paternal pride, 

Nor argue on the weaker tide : 

For poems read without a name 
WejuiHy praife, or juftly blame ; 

And critics have no partial views, 

Except they know whom they abufe : 

And fince you ne’er provok’d their fpite, 
Depend upon’t their judgement’s right. 

But if you blab, you are undone : 

Confider what a rifle you run : 

You lofe vour credit all at once ; 

The town will mark you for a dunce ; 

The vileft doggrel Grubftreet fends 
Will pafs for yours with foes and friends ; 
And you muff bear the whole difgrace, 

Tiil fome frelh blockhead takes your place. 


12 5 


130 


X 3S 


140 


Your fecrct kept, your poem funk, 
And lent in quires to line a trunk, 

If ftill you be difpos’d to rhyme, 

Go try your hand a fecond time. 

Again you fail ; yet Safe’s the word ; 
Take courage, and attempt a third. 

But firft with care employ your thoughts, 
Where critics mark’d your former faults : 
The trivial turns, the borrow’d wit, 

The limiles that nothing fit ; 

The cant which ev’ry fool repeats, 

Town jells, and cofreehoule conceits ; 
Defcriptions tedious, flat, and dry, 

And introduce’d the Lord knows why : 
Or where you find your furv fet 
Again!! the harmlefs alphabet ; 

On A s and B’s your malice vent, 

While readers wonder whom you meant: 


*45 
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A public or a private robber ; 

A ftatefman, or a fouth-fea jobber ; 

A prelate who no god believes ; 

A parliament, or den of thieves ; 

A pick-purfe at the bar, or bench, 165 

A dutchefs, or a fuburb wench ; 

Or oft when epithets you link 
In gaping lines to fill a chink ; 

Like ftepping-ftones to fave a ftride 
In ftreets where kennels are too wide ; 1 70 

Or, like a heel piece, to fupport 
A cripple with one foot too lhort ; 

Or like a bridge that joins a marilli 
To moorlands of a diff’rent parifh. 

So have I feen ill-coupled hounds 175 

Drag different ways in miry grounds. 

So geographers in Afric maps 
With favage pictures fill their gaps, 

And o’er unhabitable downs 

Place elephants for want of towns. 180 

But though you mifs your third effay, 

You need not throw your pen away. 

Lay now afide all thoughts of fame, 

To fpring more profitable game. 

From party-merit feek fupport; 185 

The vileft verfe thrives bell: at court. 

A pamphlet in Sir Bob’s defence 
Will never fail to bring in pence : 

Ncr be concern’d about the fale, 

He pays his workmen on the nail. ipo 

A prince, the moment he is crown’d, 

Inherits ev’ry virtue round. 

As emblems of the fov’reign pow’r, 

Like other baubles in the Tow’r: 

Is gen’rous, valiant, juft, and wife. 

And fo continues till he dies : 


2 


195 

His 
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His humble fenate this profefles 
In all their fpeeches, votes, addrefles. 

But once you fix him in a tomb. 

His virtues fade, his vices bloom ; 200 

And each perfection wrong imputed. 

Is fully at his death confuted. 

The loads of poems in his praifc, 

Afcending, make one funeral blaze : 

As foon as you can hear his knell, 205 

This god on earth turns d-1 in hell: 

And lo! his minifters of Rate, 

Transform’d to imps, his levee wait ; 

Where, in the fcencs of endlefs woe. 

They ply their former arts below; 210 

And as they fail in Charon’s boat. 

Contrive to bribe the judge’s vote ; 

To Cerberus they give a fop, 

His triple-barking mouth to Hop ; 

Or in the iv’ry gate of dreams * 215 

ProjeCt excife and fouth-fea fchemes ; 

Or hire their party-pamphleteers 
To fet Elylium by the ears. 

Then, poet, if you mean to thrive, 

Employ your mufe on kings alive ; 220 

With prudence gath’ring up a cluiter 
Of all the virtues you can mufter, 

Which form’d into a garland lweet, 

Lay humbly at your monarch’s feet; 

Who, as the odours reach his throne, 22J 

Will fmile, and think them all his owp ; 

For law and gofpel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine. 

(I mean the oracles of both, 

Who lhall depofe it upon oath). 230 


* Sunt gemina fcmnx portcty &c. 

Altera candcnii perfefla nit cm cleplant e % 
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Your garland in the following reign, 
Change but the names, will do again. 


But if you think this trade too bafe, 
(Which leldom is the dunce’s cafe), 

Put on the critic’s brow, and fit 
At Will’s the puny judge of wit. 

A nod, a fhrug, a icornful fmile, 

With caution us’d, may ferve a while. 
Proceed no further in your part, 

Before you learn the terms of art ; 

For you can never be too far gone 
In all our modern critics jargon : 

Then talk with more authentic face 
Of unities, in time and place ; 

Get fcraps of Horace from your friends, 
And have them at your fingers ends ; 
Learn Ariftotle’s rules by rote, 

And at all hazards boldly quote ; 
Judicious Rvmer oft review, 

Wife Dennis, and profound Boffu. 

R.ead all the prefaces of Dryden, 

For thefe our critics much confide in, 
(Though merely writ at firft for filling, 
fo raife the volume’s price a fhilling). 

A forward critic often dupes us 
With fham quotations peri hupfous *. 

And if we have not read Longinus, 

Will magifterially outfhine us. 

Then, left with Greek he over-run ye. 
Procure the book for love or money, 
Franflated from Boileau’s tranflation f. 
And quote quotation on quotation. 

At Will’s you hear a poem read, 
Where Battus from the table-head, 
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* A famous freatife of Longinus, 
f By Mr. Welrted. 
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Reclining on his elbow-chair, 

Gives judgement with decifive air ; 

To whom the tribe of circling wits 
As to an oracle fubmits. 

He gives directions to the town 
To cry it up, or run it down ; 

Like courtiers, when they fend a note, 
InftruCling members how to vote. 

He fets the Ramp of bad and good, 

Though not a word he underftood. 

Your leffon learn’d, you’ll be fecure 
To get the name of connoijfeur: 

And when your merits once are known, 
Procure difciples of your own. 

For poets (you can never want ’em) 

Spread through /lugufla, Trinobantinn *, 
Computing by their peck of coals, 

Amount to juft nine thoufand fouls : 

Thefe o’er their proper diftricts govern, 

Of wit and humour judges fov’reign. 

In ev’ry ftreet a city-bard 
Rules, like an alderman, his ward ; 

His indifputed rights extend 
Through all the lane, from end to end; 

The neighbours round admire his Ihrewdnefs 
For fongs of loyalty and lewdnefs; 

Outdone by none in rhyming well, 

Although he never learn’d to fpell. 
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Two bord’ring wits contend for glory; 
And one is Whig, and one is Tory : 

And this for epics claims the bays, 

And that for elegiac lays : 

Some fam'd for numbers foft and fmooth, 
By lovers fpoke in Punch’s booth : 


♦ The ancient name of London. 
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And fome as juftly fame extols 
For lofty lines in Smithfieid drolls. 

Bavius in Wapping gains renown, 

And Maevius reigns o’er Kentifli town : 
Tigellius place’d in Phoebus’ car 
From Ludgate fliines to Temple-bar: 
Harmonious Cibber entertains 
The court with annual birthday-brains; 
Whence Gay was banilh’d in difgrace, 
Where Pope will never {how his face; 

Where Y-g mull: torture his invention 

To flatter knaves, or lofe his penfion. 


But thefe are not a thoufandth part 
Of jobbers in the poets art, 

Attending each his proper flation, 

And all in due fubordination ; 

Through ev’ry alley to be found. 

In garrets high, or under ground . 

And when they join their pericranies , 

Out lkips a book of mifcellanies. 

Hobbes clearly proves, that ev’ry creature 
Lives in a Rate of war by nature. 

The greater for the fmalleft watch, 

But meddle feldom with their match. 

A whale of mod’rate flze will draw 
A fhoal of herrings down his maw ; 

A fox with g.efe his belly crams, 

A wolf deflroys a thoufand lambs ; 

But fearch among the rhyming race, 

The brave are worry’d by the bafe. 

If on Parnaflus’ top you flt, 

You rarely bite, are always bit. 

Each poet of inferior flze 
On you fliall rail and criticife : 

And ftrive to tear you limb from limb, 
While others do as much for him. 
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The vertnine only teaze and pinch 
Their foes fuperior by an inch. 

So, nat’ralifts obferve, a flea 
Hath fmaller fleas that on him prey : 
And thefe have fmaller ftill to bite ’em. 
And fo proceed ad infinitum. 

Thus ev’ry poet in his kind 
Is bit by him that comes behind : 

Who, though too little to be feen, 

Can teafe, and gall, and give the fpleen ; 
Call dunces fools, and fons of whores. 
Lay Grubftreet at each others doors ; 
Extol the Greek and Reman maflers. 
And curfe our modern poetaflers : 
Complain, as many an ancient bard did, 
How genius is no more rewarded; 

How wrong a tafle prevails among us ; 
How much our anceflors out-fung us ; 
Can perfonate an awkward {corn. 

For thofe who are not poets born ; 

And all their brother-dunces lafh, 

Who croud the prefs with hourly trafh. 
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O Grubflreet! how do I bemoan thee, 
Whofe gracelefs children fcorn to own thee! 
Their filial piety forgot, 

Deny their country like a Scot; 

Though, by their idiom and grimace, 

They loon betray their native place : 

Yet thou haft greater caufe to be 
Afliam’d of them than they of thee, 

Degen’rate from their ancient brood. 

Since firft the court allow’d them food. 
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Remains a difficulty ftill, 

To purchafe fame by writing ill. 

From Fiecknoe down to Howard’s time. 
How few have reach’d the but fublime ; 
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For when our high born Howard dy’d, 
Black more alone his place fupply’d : 

And left a chafm Ihould intervene. 

When death had finifh d Blackmore’s reign, 
The leaden crown devolv’d to thee, 

Great poet of the hollow tree *. 

But ah ! how unfecure thy throne ! 

A thoufand bards thy right difown : 

They plot to turn, in factious zeal, 
Duncenia to a common-weal; 

And with rebellious arms pretend 
An equal priv’lege to defcend. 
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In bulk there are not more degrees 
From elephants, to mites in cheefe. 

Than what a curious eye may trace 
In creatures of the rhyming race. 

From bad to worfe and worfe they fall; 
But who can reach the worft of all ? 

For though, in nature, depth and height 
Are equally held infinite, 

In poetry the height we know ; 

’Tis only infinite below. 

For inftance : When you rafiily think, 
No rhymer can like Wclited % fink, 

His merits balance’d, you {hall find 
The laureat f leaves him far behind. 
Concannen, more afpiring bard, 

Soars downward deeper by a yard. 

Smart Jammy Moor with vigour drops. 
The reft purfue as thick as hops. 

With heads to points the gulf they enter. 
Link’d perpendicular to the centre ; 
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* L*rd Grm{T 0 n, author of a p’av called Love in an hollow tree, 
t Vide rhe treatife on the Profound, in vol. 6. and Mr. Pope’s 
Dunciad. r 

f In fome editions, in ft cad of the laurca", was malicioufly inferr¬ 
ed Mr. Fielding; f r who.e ingenious writings the fupp fed author 
hath maniletted a great eftceai. 
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And as their heels elated rife, 

Their heads attempt the'neither Ikies. 

O, what indignity and fliame, 405 

To proftitute the mule’s name? 

By flatt’ring k-s, whom heav’n delign’d 

The plagues and fcourges of mankind ; 

Bred up in ignorance and doth, 

And ev’ry vice that nurfes both. 410 

Fair Britain, in thy monarch bleft, 

Whofe virtues bear the ftri&eft teft; 

Whom never faction could belpatter, 

Nor minifter nor poet flatter ? 

What juftice in rewarding merit! 415 

What magnanimity of fpirit ! 

What lineaments divine we trace 
Through all his figure, mien, and face ! 

Though peace with olive bind his hands, 

Confefs’d the conquering hero hands. 420 

Hydafpes, Indus, and the Ganges # , 

Dread from his hand impending changes. 

From him the Tartar and Chinefe, 

Short by the knees intreat for peace f. 

The confort of his throne and bed, 

A perfect goddefs born and bred, 

Appointed fov’reign judge to lit 
On learning, eloquence, and wit. 

Our eldeft hope, divine lulus, 

(Late, very late, O may he rule us !) 

What early manhood has he fliown, 

Before his downy beard was grown ! 

Then think what wonders will be done 
By going on as he begun, 

* e< -Super et Caramantas et Indos 

Proferrt imperium, &c. 

-Jam nunc et Cufpia regna 

Refponfis i.crrer.t divum, &c. 

■f* Cenibus minor, &c,” 
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An heir for Britain to fecure 
As long as fun and moon endure. 

The remnant of the royal blood 
Comes pouring on me like a flood. 

Brighc goddeffes in number five ; 

Duke William, fweeteft prince alive. 

Now fing the minifter offtate 
Who fhines alone without a mate. 

Obferve with what majefiic port 
This Atlas ftands to prop the court: 

Intent the public debts to pay, 

Like prudent Fabius*, by delay, 

Thou great vicegerent of the King, 

Thy praifes every mufe fhall fing ! 

In all affairs thou foie director, 

Of wit and learning chief proteftor ; 
Though fmall the time thou hafie to fpare, 
The church is thy peculiar care. 

Of pious prelates what a flock 
You chufe to rule the fable flock ! 

You raife the honour of the peerage. 
Proud to attend you at the fleerage. 

You dignify the noble race, 

Content yourfelf with humbler place. 

Now learning, valour, virtue, fenfe. 

To titles give the folc pretence. 

St. George beheld thee with delight 
Vouchfate to be an azure knight, 

When on thy breafi and fides Herculean 
He fix’d die ftar and firing cerulean. 

Say, poet, in what other nation 
Shone ever fucli a confiellation ! 
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t Sir Robert Walpole, afterwards Earl of Orford. 
* u Unus homo a^bis cuft£laodo reftitnit rem." 
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Attend yc Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 

And tune your harps, and ftrow your bays : 

Your panegyrics here provide; 

You cannot err on flatt’ry’s fide. 

Above the ftars exalt your ftile, 

You ftill are low ten thoufand mile. 

On Lewis all his bards bellow’d 
Of incenfe many a thoufand load; 

But Europe mortify’d his pride, 

And fwore the fawning rafcals ly’d. 

Yet what the world refus’d to Lewis, 

Apply’d to George exactly true is. 

Exactly true ! invidious poet! 

’Tis fifty thoufand times below it. 

Tranflate me now fome lines, if you can, 

From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 

They could all pow’r in heav’n divide. 

And do no wrong to either fide; 

They teach you how to fplit a hair, 483 

Give G-e and Jove an equal fhare *. 

Yet why fhould we be lace’d fo ftrait ? 

I’ll give my m—n—ch butter-weight. 

And reafon good ; for many a year 

Jove never intcmeddled here ; 49O 

Nor though his priefts be duly paid, 

Did ever we defire his aid : 

We now can better do without him, 

Since Woolfton gave us arms to rout him, 

***** Cetera defiderantur . ***** 
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• “ Divifum impenum cum Jove Caefar hab-t. 
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A Character, Panegyric, and Defcription of 
the Legion-Club y. 

/V S I ftroll the city, oft I 

See a building large and lofty. 

Not a bow-lhot from the college; 

Half the globe from fenfe and knowledge • 

By the prudent architect ° ’ 

Place’d againft the church diretft, 5 

Making good my grandame’s jeft. 

Near the church i -you know the reft. 

Tell us what the pile contains ? 

Many a head that holds no brains. I0 

Thefe demoniacs let me dub 
With the name of Legion-club. 

Such afiemblies, you might fwear, 

Meet when butchers bait a bear ; 

Such a noife, and fuch haranguing, j - 

When a brother - thief is hanging : 3 

Such a rout and fuch a rabble 
Run to hear Jack-pudding gabble ; 

Such a croud their ordure throws 
On a far lefs villain’s nofc. 

Could I from the building’s top 
Hear the rattling thunder drop, 

2 4 t lines!* WrittC " a Vcry maflerly pocm cn the Club—it ij 

The Dean complains, in letter 1 3 a. that other charafters were ad 
ofrn A" ! etter i r >- ,h t thc,e SO different Copie! ; but , his 
—i/7 h ;° d h p S , Ciay °J cr mark of a genuine copy, 

too. little % two. U co“firl 4 ; Zt* ^ ‘“ is p °'» 

J The nearer the chutch, the farther from God. 
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While the devil upon the roof 
(If the devil be thunder-proof) 

Should with poker fiery red 2$ 

Crack the Rones, and melt the lead ; 

Drive them down on ev’ry fcull. 

While the den of thieves is full ; 

Quite deftroy that harpie’s neR, 

How might then our ifle be blefi! 3& 

For divines allow that God 
Sometimes makes the devil his rod ; 

And the gofpel will inform us, 

He can punilli fins enormous. 

Yet fhould Swift endow the fchoois 35 

For his lunatics and fools, 

With a rood or two of land, 

I allow the pile may ftand. 

You perhaps will aik me. Why fo ? 

But it is with this provifo :- 40 

Since the houfe is like to laR. 

Let the royal grant be pafs’d, 

That the club have right to dwell 
Each within his proper cell, 

With a paflage left to creep in, 45 

And a hole above for peeping. 

Let them, when they once get in, 

Sell the nation for a pin : 

While they fit a picking Rraws, 

Let them rave at making laws ; 5# 

While they never hold their tongue. 

Let them dabble in their dung ; 

Let them form a grand committee, 

How to plague and ferve the city ; 

Let them Rare, and Rorm, and frown, 55 

When they fee a clergy-gown ; 

Let them, ere they crack a loufe, 

Call for the orders of the houfe ; 

F f 2 Let 
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Let them with their gofling quills 

Scribble fenfelefs heads of bills. 60 

We may, while they ftrain their throats, 

Wipe our a—s with their votes. 

Let Sir T-m *, that rampant afs. 

Stuff his guts with flax and grafs ; 

But before the prieff he fleeces 65 

Tear the Bible all to pieces : 

At the parfons, Tom, holloo, bov. 

Worthy offspring of a fhoeboy. 

Footman, traitor, vile feducer. 

Perjur’d rebel, brib’d accufcr ; 70 

Lay thy paltry privilege afide, 

Sprung from Papills, and a regicide ; 

Fall a working like a mole, 
llaile the dirt about your hole. 

Come affift me, mufe obedient, 75 

Let us try fome new expedient ; 

Shift the feene for half an hour, 

Time and place are in thy pow’r, 

Thither, gentle mufe, conduct me: 

I fhall alk, and you inftruct me, 80 

Sec, the mufe unbars the gate ! 

Hark, the monkeys, how they prate ! 

All ye gods, who rule the foul *, 

Styx, through hell whiofe waters roll! 

Let me be allow’d to tell 8 j 

What I heard in yonder hell, 

* Sir Thomas P-ft, z P~C—r of Ireland, and fon to the 

informer of that name, 

* “ Di, quibus imperium efi animarum, &c. 

Sit mihi fas audita locjui, Vir^. /En, lib, 6,'* 

Near 





















MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 22 9 

Near the door an entrance gapes f, 

Crouded round with antic fhapes, 

Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 

Caufelefs joy, and, and true Defpair. yo 

Difcord periwig’d with fnakes, 

See the dreadful itride fhe takes 

By this odious crew befet, 

I began to rage and fret, 

And refolv’d to beak their pates if, 

Ere we enter’d at the gates ; 

Had not Clio in the nick 
Whifper’d me, Lay down your flick . 

What, faid I, is this the mad-houfe ? 

Thefe, flie anfwer’d, are butfhadows, 100 

Phantoms bodilefs and vain, 

Empty vifions of the brain. 

In the porch Briareus Hands, 

Shews a bribe in all hands || ; 

Briareus the fecretary, 105 

But we mortals call him C-y. 

When the rogues their country fleece. 

They may hope for pence a piece. 

Clio, who had been fo wife 
To put on a fool’s difguife, 110 

To befpeak fome approbation, 

And be thought a near relation, 

\Vhcn flic faw three hundred brutes 
All involv’d in wild difputes, 

Roaring till their lungs were fpent, 115 

Privilege of parliament, 

Now a new misfortune feels, 

Dreading to be laid by th* heels. 

4- Veftibulum an»e Ipfum, See, Tirg. SEn. lib. i. 

1 Et, ni docU comes, Sec, Ib. lib. 6. 

|| Et ccmum gcmir.as Bri-reuc, See, Ibid. 
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Never durfi a mule before 
Enter that infernal door; 

Clio ftifled with the fmell, 

Into fpleen and vapours fell, 

By the Stygian Beams that flew 
From the dire infectious crew. 

Not the ftench of lake Avernus 
Could have more offended her nofe ; 

Had flie flown but o’er the top, 

She had felt her pinions drop. 

And by exhalations dire. 

Though a goddefs, muft expire. 

In a fright Ihe crept away; 

Bravely I refolv’d to flay. 

When I faw the keeper frown, 

Tipping him with half a crown. 

Now, laid I, we are alone, 

Name your heroes one by one. 

Who is that hell-featur’d brawler, 

Is it Satan ? No, ’tis W-r. 

In what figure can a bard drefs 

Jack the grandfon of Sir H-s ? 

Honeft keeper, drive him further. 

In his looks are hell and murther; 

See the fcowling vifage drop, 

Jufl as when he murder’d T-p. 

Keeper, fliew me where to fix 
On the puppy pair of Dicks ; 

By their lantern jaws and leathern, 

\ ou might fwear they both are brethren ; 
Dick Fitz-Baker, Dick the player. 

Old acquaintance, are you there ? 

Dear companions, hug and kifs, 
roaft old glorious in your pifs. 

Tie ’em, kee per, in a tether. 

Let ’em ftarve and ftink together; 
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Both are apt to be unruly, 

Lafli ’em daily, lafh ’em duly ; 

1 hough ’tis hopelefs to reclaim them, 
Scorpion-rods perhaps may tame them. 

Keeper, yon old dotard fmoke. 

Sweetly fnoring in his cloak. 160 

Who is he ? ’Tis humdrum W-ne. 

Half encompafs’d by his kin : 

There obferve the tribe of B—h—m. 

For he never fails to bring ’em; 

While he fleeps the whole debate, 165 

They fubmiffive round him wait; 

Yet would gladly fee the hunk9 
In his grave, and fearch his trunks. 

See, they gently twitch his coat. 

Juft to yawn, and give his vote, 170 

Always firm in his vocation, 

Fer the c-, againft the n-—. 

Thofe are A-s Jack and Bob, 

Firft in ev’ry wicked job, 

Son and brother to a queer 175 

Brainfick brute, they call a peer. 

We muft give them better quarter. 

For their anceftor trod mortar, 

And at H-th to boaft his fame. 

On a chimney cut his name.- 183 

There fits C—nts, D—ks, and H-n, 

How they fwagger from the garr 
Such a triplet could you tell 
Where to find on thi3 fide hell ? 

H-n, andD-ks, and C-nts, 185 

Keeper, fee they have their payments. 

Ev’ry mifehief’s in their hearts ; 

If they fail, ’tis want of parts. 
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Blefs us, M-n 1 art thou there, man ? 

Blefs mine eyes! art thou the chairman ! 190 

Chairman to your damn’d committee ! 

Yet I look on thee with pity. 

Dreadful fight! what learn’d M-n 

Metamorphos’d to a Gorgon ! 

For thy horrid looks, I own, 195 

Half convert me to a ftone : 

Haft thou been fo long at fchool; 

Now to turn a factious tool ? 

Alma mater was thy mother, 

Ev’ry young divine thy brother. 2oa 

Thou a dilobedient varlet, 

Treat thy mother like a harlot! 

T hou, ungrateful to thy teachers, 

Who are all grown rev’rend preachers ! 

M--, would it not furprife one ? 205 

Turn thy nourifhment to poifon ! 

When you walk among your books, 

They reproach you with their looks ; 

Bind them faft, or from their fhelves 

They will come, and right themfelves i 2is 

Komer, Plutarch, Virgil, Flaccus, 

All in arms prepare to back us : 

Soon repent, or put to (laughter 
Ev’ry Greek and Roman author. 

Will you, in your faction’s phrafe, 215 

Sertd the clergy all to grafe ; 

And, to make your projecl pafs, 

Leave them not a blade of grafs ? 

How I want thee, hum’rous Hogarth ! 

Thou, I hear, a pleafant rogue art j 220 

Were but you and (acquainted, 

Ev’ry monfter fhould be painted : 

You fhould try your graving tools 
On this odious group of fools ; 

Draw the beads as I deferibe them 225 

From their features, while I gibe them $ 
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Draw them like, for I allure ye, 

You will need no car’catura; 

Draw them fo, that we may trace 
All the loul in evVy face. 230 

Keeper, T mu ft now retire. 

You have done what I delire : 

But I feel my fpirits fpent 

With the noiie, the light, the feent. 

“ Pray, be patient, you ftiall find 235 

“ Half the beftare ftill behind : 

“ You have hardly feen a fcore, 

<c I can fhew two hundred more.” 

Keeper, I have feen enough. 

Taking then a pinch of fnuft*, 240 

I concluded, looking round ’em, 

“ May their god, the d—1, confound ’em.” 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX) 


* An APOLOGY, &c. 

A Lady wife as well as fair. 

Whole conlcience always was her care, 
Thoughtful upon a point of moment, 

Would have the text as well as comment: 

So hearing of a grave divine, g 

She font to bid him come and dine. 

But you muft know he was not quite 
So grave as to be impolite ; 

Thought human learning would not lefTen 

The dignity of his profeflion ; 10 

And if you’d heard the man difeourfe. 

Or preach, you’d like him fcarce the worfe. 

He long had bid the court farewel. 

Retreating ftlent to his cell; 

VoL.VIII. Gg 
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Sufpe&ed for the love he bore 
io one who fway’d fome time before; 

V hich made it more furpriling how 
Hefhould be lent for thither now. 

I he meflage told, he gapes, and ftares. 
And fcarce believes his eyes, or ears : 
Could not conceive what it Ihould mean. 
And fain would hear it told again. 

I 3 ut then the ’fquire lo trim and nice, 

’I were rude to make him tell it twice ; 

So bow’d, was thankful for the honour : 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 

His beaver brufh’d, his fhoes, and gown, 
Away he trudges into town ; 

PalTes the lower caftle-yard, 

And now advancing to the guard. 

He trembles at the thoughts of Rate ; 

For confcious of his fheepifh gait. 

His fpirits of a fudden fail him, 

He ftopt, and could not tell what ail’d him. 

What was the meflage I receiv’d ? 

Why certainly the Captain rav’d ? 

1 o dine with her! and come at three ! 
Impoflible ! it can’t be me. 

Or may be I miftook the word ; 

Mv Lady-it mull be my Lord, 

My Lord’s abroad $ my Lady too : 

What mull: th’ vnhappy Do&or do ? 

“ Is Capt. Crach’rode here *, pray No. 
“ Nay, then ’tis time for me to go.” 

Am I awake, or do I dream ? 

1 ’m fure he call’d me by my name : 

Nam’d me as plain as he could fpeak, 

And yet there muft be fome miftake. 

* The gentleman who brought th* mcfHige, 
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Why, what a jed fliould I have been, 

Had now my Lady been within ? 50 

What could I’ve have faid ? I’m mighty glad 
She went abroad — die’d thought me mad. 

The hour of dining now is paft : 

Well then, I’ll e’n go home and fad ; 

And lince I ’fcap’d being made a feoff, 55 

I think I’m very fairly off. 

My Lady now returning home, 

Calls, “ Crach’rode, is the Dodor come ?” 

He had not heard of him-“ pray fee, 

“ *Tis now a quarter after three.” 60 

The Captain walks about, and fearches 
Through all the rooms, and courts, and arches; 
Examines all the fervants round, 

In vain-no doctor’s to be found. 

My Lady could not chufe but wonder : 65 

“ Captain, 1 fear you’ve made fome blunder. 

“ But pray, to-morrow go at ten, 

“ 111 try his manners once again; 

“ If rudenefs be th’ effect of knowledge, 

“ My fon fhall never fee a college.” 7 ° 

The captain was a man of reading. 

And much good fenfe, as well as breeding, 

Who loath to blame, or to incenfe, 

Said little in his own defence ; 

Next day another meffage brought: 75 

The Doctor, frighten’d at his fault, 

Is drefs’d, and dealing through the crowd, 

Now pale as death, then blulh’d and bow’d, 

Panting—and fault’ring,-humro’d and ha’d, 

“ Her Ladyfhip was gone abroad ; 

“ The Captain too-he did not know 
“ Whether he ought to itay or go ;” 

Begg’d dic'd forgive him. In condufion, 

My Ladv, pitying his confufion, 
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Call’d her good nature to relieve him ; 85 

Told him, llie thought fhe might believe him; 

And would not only grant his fuit, 

But vifit him, and eat Tome fruit ; 

Provided, at a proper time 
He told the real truth in rhyme. 

Twas to no purpofe to oppofe. 

She’d hear of no excufe in prole. 

The Doflor flood not to debate. 

Glad to compound at any rate ; 

So bowing, feemingly complv’d , 

Though if he durft, he had deny’d. 

But fir ft refolv’d to Ihew his tafee 
Was too refin’d to give a feaft : 

He’d treat with nothing that was rare. 

But winding walks and purer air; 

Would entertain without expence, 

Or pride, or vain munificence. 

For well he knew to fuch a guefl 
The plain eft meals muft be the befl. 

To ftomachs clogg’d with coflly fare- 
Simplicity alone is rare ; 

Wliilft high, and nice, and curious meats. 

Are really but vulgar treats : 

Inflead of fpoils of Perfian looms, 
r l he coflly boalls of regal rooms, 110 

Thought it more courtly and difereet 
To fcatter rofes at her feet; 

Rofes of richeft dye, that flione 
With native lullre, like her own ; 

Beauty that needs no aid of art 11 j 

Through ev’ry fenfe to reach the heart. 

I he gracious dame, though well fhe knew 
All this was much beneath her due, 

Like ev’rv thing-at leaft thought fit 

To praife it per maniere d' acquit . 1 

Yet fhe, though Teeming pleas’d, can’t bear 
The fcorching lun, or chilling air; 
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Difturb’d alike at both extremes, 

Whether he fhews or hides his beams : 

Though feemiug pleas’d at all fhe fees. 

Starts at the ruffling of the trees ; 

And fcarce can fpeak for want of breath. 

In half a walk fatigu’d to death. 

The Dotftor takes his hint from hence. 

T’ apologife his late offence; 

4i Madam, the mighty pow’r of life 
4t Now ftrangely pleads in my excufc. 

44 If you unus’d have fcarcely ftrength 
“ To gain this walk’s untoward length; 

<c If frighten’d at a fccne^To rude, 

“ Through long difufe of folitude ; 

<c If long confin’d to fires and fereens, 

44 You dread the waving of thefe greens; 

If you, who long have breath’d the fumes 
i( Of city-fogs and crouded rooms, 

“ Do now folicitoufly fhun 
“ The cooler air, and dazzling fun : 

“ If his majeftic eye you flee, 

“ Learn hence t* excufe and pity me. 

44 Confider what it is to bear 
“ The powder’d courtier’s witty fnecr ; 

“ To fee th* important man of drefs, 

“ Scoffing my college-aukwardncfs, 

“ To be the Strutting cornet’s fport; 

“ To run the gauntlet of the court, 

“ Winning my way by flow approaches, 

4C Through crouds of coxcombs and of coaches, 
‘ c From the firft fierce cockaded centry, 

Quite through the tribe of waiting gentry ; 
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44 To pafs fo many crouded ftages, 

44 And ftand the flaring of your pages 
“ And, after all, to crown my fpleen, 
“ Be told ,—you are not to be feen : 

“ Or, if you are, be force’d to bear 
“ The awe of your majeftic air. 
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“ And can I then be faulty found 
(i In dreading this vexatious round ? 

“ Can it be Arrange, if I efchew 
“ A fcene fo glorious and fo new ? 
li Or is he criminal that flies 165 

“ The living luflre of your eyes ?” 

* A New Simile for the Ladies. 

With ufeful Annotations. 

By Dr. SHERIDAN. 

To make a •writer mifs his end. 

You've nothing elfe to do but mend . 

Written in the year 1731. 

T Often try’d in vain to And 
-*■ A flmi'e f for woman-kind, 

A flmile I mean to fit ’em, 

In ev’ry circumftance to hit J ’em. 

Through ev’ry beaif and bird I went, 

I ranfack’d ev’ry element; 

And after peeping thro’ all nature 
To And fo whimfical a creature, 

A cloud prefented * to my view. 

And ftraigkt this parallel I drew. 

Clouds turn with ev’ry wind about. 

They keep us in fufpenfe and doubt; 

Yet oft perverfe, like woman-kind, 

Are feen to feud againft the wind : 

*}' Mod ladies in reading call this word a fmilc ; but they are ta 
note, it coniifls or three fylLbles, fi-mi-le. In Englilh, a likencf*. 
X Not to hurt them. 

* Not like a gun or piftol. 
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And are not women juft the fame ? 
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For who can tell at what they aim f ? 

Clouds keep the ftouteft mortals under, 
When bell'wing J they difcharge their thunder: 
So when the alarum-bell is rung, 

Of Xanti’s || everlafting tongue. 

The hufband dreads its loudnefs more, 

'1 han liglu’ning’s llafti, or thunder’s roar. 

Clouds weep as they do, without pain, 

And what are tears but womens rain ? 


This is not meant as to footing, but refolving. 

X The word bellowing is not here to be underftood of a bull; but 
a cloud, which makes a noife like a bull when it thunders. 

f) Xunti, a nickname for Xantippe, that fcold of glorious memory, 
who nrver let poor Socrates have one moment's peace of mind ; yet 
with unexampled patience he bore her peflilential tongue. I (hall beg 
the ladies pardon, if I infert a few paffages concerning her j and at 
the fame time I afluie them, it is not to lcffcn ihofe of the prefent 
age, who are pofiefled of the like laudable talents : for I will confefs, 
that I know three in the city of Dublin, no way inferior to Xantippe, 
bu: that they have not as great men to work upon. 

When a iriend afked Socrates, how he could bear the fcolding of 
b s wife Xintippe ? he retorted, and afked him, how he could bear 
the gaggling of h ; s geefl. ? Ay, but my geefe lay eggs for me, replied 
h c friend. So doth my wife bear children, laid Socrates. D/sg, 
Lj'rf. 

Being afked another time by a fiknd, how he could brar her 
tor.gue ? he fail, (he was of this ufr to him, that fhc taught him to 
bear the impertinences of others with more cafe when he w ent abroad. 
Piuf. dt capiend . exbojl. u'i.i*. 

Socrates invited his friend Euthydemus to fupper; Xantippe in great 
rage went in to them, and overfet the table : Euthydemus rifing in a 
paffion to go off, my dear friend, flay, faid Socrates ; did not a li?n 
do the fmc thing at you houfc the other day, and did 1 :hew any re- 
lentmcnt ? Plu*. etc ira cr.hibcr.da . 

1 c u d give many more inftanees of her termigancy, and his piiiio* 
f>phy, if fuch a proceeding might not look as if I were glad of an op¬ 
portunity to expofe the fair fex j but to fliew I have no fuch dcflen, 

I decla c folcmnly, that I had much worfe (lories to tell of her beha¬ 
viour to her huflund ; which I rather pafJVd over, on account of the 
grta- tfte-m which I bear the laJ'es, efpecially thole in the honour¬ 
able fhtion of matrimony. 



The 
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The clouds about the welkin roam *, 

And ladies never hay at home. 

The clouds build caftles in the air, 

A thing peculiar to the fair ; 

For all the fchemes of their forecasting f 
Are not more folid, nor more lafting. 

A cloud is light, by turns, and dark; 
Such is a lady with her fpark ; 

Now with a Hidden pouting J gloom 
She feems to darken all the room ; 

Again llie’s pleas’d, his fears beguil’d |j, 
And alb is clear when llie has fmil’d. 

In this they’re wondroufly alike, 

(I hope the Emile will ftrike **), 

Fho’ in the darkeft dumps 't*f you view ’em, 
Stay but a moment, you’ll fee thro’ ’em. 

The clouds are apt to make reflection 
And frequently produce infection; 

So Cselia with fmall provocation 
Blafts ev’ry neighbour’s reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy fhow. 

For they, like ladies, have their beau ; 

The gravefl: matron * will confefs, 

Mhat fhe herfclf is fond of drefs. 


2 5 


3 ° 


35 


40 


45 


* Ramble. 

■+ Not vomiting. 
t Thrufting out the lip. 

i| This is to be underflood, not in the fenlc of wort, when brewer 

F I 5 . 6barr ? “ > but i!s true mining is, deceived or cneated. 
Hit vour fancy. 

tt Sullen fits. We have a merrv jig- called Dumptcy Dearv in¬ 
vented to roufe ladies from the Jumps. 1/7 '* 

It Reflection of the Ain. 

* -Motherly women. 
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Obfcrve 
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Obferve the clouds in pomp array’d. 

What various colours are difplay’d, 50 

The pink, the role, the vi’lets dye. 

In that great drawing-room, the Iky ; 

How do thefe differ from our graces f 
In gardcn-filks, brocades, and laces ? 

Are they not fuch another fight, 55 

When met upon a birthday-night ? 

The clouds delight to change their fafhion ; 
Dear ladies, be not in a paflion, 

Nor let this whim to you feem ftrange, 

Who ev’ry hour delight in change. 60 

In them and you alike are feen 
The fullen lymptoms of the fpleen; 

The moment that your vapours rife. 

We fee them dropping from your eyes. 

In evening fair you may behold 65 

The clouds are fringe’d with borrow’d gold ; 

And this is many a lady’s cafe, 

Who flaunts about in borrow’d lace f. 

Grave matrons are like clouds of fnow, 

Their words fall thick, and fwift, and flow; 70 

While brifk coquettes ||, like rattling hail. 

Our ears on ev’ry fide afiail. 

Clouds, when they intercept our fight. 

Deprive us of celeflial light: 


f Not grace before and after meat, nor their graces the duchefles ; 
but the graces which attended on Venus. 

\ Not Flanders lace, but gold and filver lace. B> borrowed, is 
meant fuch as run in honeft tradefmcn debts for what they were not 
able to pay, as many of them did for French filver lace againil the luft 
birthday. 

|| Girls who love to hear themfelves prate, and put on a number 
©f monkey-airs to catch men. 

Vol. VIII. II h So 
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So when my Chloe I purfue, 

No heav’n befides I have in view. 

Thus, on comparifon *, you fee. 

In ev’ry inftance they agree. 

So like, fo very much the fame. 

That one may go by t’other’s name. 

Let me proclaim f it then aloud, 

That ev’ry woman is a cloud. 



An Answer to a fcandalous Poem, where¬ 
in the author molt audacioufly prefumes to 
call an indignity upon their Highnefles the 
Clouds, by comparing them to a Wo¬ 
man. 

Written by Dermot O-Nepheley, Chief Cap 


of Howth j. 

Written in the Year 1733. 
tuous bard ! how could you dare 



A woman with a cloud compare ? 
Strange pride and infolence you lhow. 
Inferior mortals there below. 

And is our thunder in vour ears 


So frequent or lb loud "as theirs ? 


Alas ! our thunder foon goes out ; 

And only makes you more devout. 

Then is not female clatter worfe. 

That drives you not to pray, but curfe? 10 

* I hope none will be fj uncomplaifant to the Jadies, as to think 
thrfe ccmnarif ns odious. 

f Tell it to the whole world, not to proclaim th^m as robbers and 

rapparees. 

t The higheft point of Howth is called the Cape of Howth. 


We 
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We hardly thunder thrice a-year ; 

The bolt difcharge’d, the iky grows clear; 

But ev’ry fublunary dowdy, 

The more fhe fcolds, the more file’s cloudy. 

Some critic may objeft, perhaps, i; 

That clouds are blam’d for giving claps; 

But what, alas ! are claps tetherial. 

Compar’d for mifchief, to veneriai ? 

Can clouds give buboes, ulcers, blotches, 

Or from your nofes dig out notches ? 20 

We leave the body fweet and found ; 

We kill, ’tis true, but never wound. 

You know a cloudy iky befpeaks 
Fair weather when the morning breaks ; 

But women, in a cloudy plight, 25 

Foretell a ftorm to laif till night. 

A cloud in proper feafons pours 
His bleffings down in fruitful fhow’rs ; 

But woman was by fate defign’d 

To pour down curfes on mankind. 30 

When Syrius '* o’er the welkin rages. 

Our kindly help his fire alTwages ; 

But woman is a curs’d inflamcr, 

No pariih-ducking-fiool can tame her : 

To kindle ftrife dame Nature taught her; 35 

Like fire-works ihe can burn in water. 

For ficklenefs how durfi: you blame us, 

Who for our conftancy are famous ? 

You’ll fee a cloud in gentle weather 

Keep the fame face an hour together ; 40 

While women, if it could be reckon’d, 

Change ev’ry feature ev’ry fecond. 


* The dog-flar. 
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Obferve 
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Obferve our figure In a morning, 

Of foul or fair we give you warning ; 

But can you guefs from woman’s air 
One minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books inroll’d 
What honours we poflefs’d of old. 

To difappoint Ixion’s rape, 

Jove drefs’d a cloud in Juno’s fiiape ; 
Which when he had enjoy’d, he lwore, 

No goddefs could have pleas’d him more : 
No diff’rence could he find between 
His cloud and Jove’s imperial queen : 

His cloud produce’d a race of Centaurs 
Fam’d for a thoufand bold adventures ; 
From us defcended ab origine y 
By learned authors call’d nubigina . 

But fay, what earthly nymph do you know 
So beautiful to pafs for Juno ? 

Before iEneas durfi: afpire 
To court her Majefty of Tyre, 

His mother begg’d of us to drefs him. 
That Dido might the more carefs him : 

A coat we gave him dy’d in grain, 

A flaxen wig, and clouded cane ; 

(The wig was powder’d round with fleet, 
Which fell in clouds beneath his feet): 
With which he made a tearing fhow ; 

And Dido quickly fmok’d the beau. 

Among your females make inquiries, 
What nymph on earth fo fair as Iris ? 
What heav’nly beauty fo endow’d ? 

And yet her father is a cloud. 

We drefs’d her in a gold brocade, 

Befitting Juno’s fav’rite maid. 
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’Tis known, that Socrates the wife 
Ador’d us clouds as deities ; 

I o us he made his daily pray’rs. 

As Ariftopliancs declares ; 80 

From Jupiter took all dominion. 

And dy’d defending his opinion. 

By his authority ’tis plain 
You worlhip other gods in vain. 

And from your own experience know, 85 

We govern all things there below. 

You follow where we pleafe to guide : 

O’er all your pafiions we prefide. 

Can raife them up, or link them down. 

As we think fit to fmile or frown ; 

And juft as we difpofe your brain, 

Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 

Compare us then to female race! 

We, to whom all the gods give place ; 

Who better challenge your allegiance, 

Becaufe we dwell in higher regions. 

You find the gods in Homer dwell 
In feas and ftreams, or low as hell ; 

Ev’n Jove, and Mercury his pimp. 

No higher climb than mount Olymp, 

(Who makes you think the clouds he pierces ? 

Fie pierce the clouds ! he kifs their a—es); 

While we o’er Teneriffa piace’d. 

Are loftier by a mile at leaft; 

And when Apollo ftrurs on Pindus, 

We fee him from our kitchen-windows; 

Or to Parnaflus, looking down, 

Can p—fs upon his laurel crown. 

Fate never form’d the gods to fly ; 

In vehicles they mount the Iky : 110 

When Jove would fome fair nymph inveigle. 

He comes full gal'op on his eagle ; 


95 


100 
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Tho’ 
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Tho’ Venus be as light as air, 

She muft have doves to draw her chair ; 

Apollo ftirs not out of door, 115 

Without his lacker’d coach and four ; 

And jealous Juno, ever fnarling, 

Is drawn by peacocks in her berlin : 

But we can fly where’er we pleafe. 

O’er cities, rivers, hills, and feas ; 120 

From eaft to weft the world we roam. 

And in all climates are at home ; 

With care provide you, as we go, 

With funfliine, rain, and hail, or fnow. 

You, when it rains, like fools, believe 12; 

Jove pifies on you through a fieve : 

An idle tale, ’tis no fuch matter ; 

We only dip a fpunge in water, 

Then fqueefe it clofe between our thumbs. 

And fhake it well, and down it comes : 130 

As you {ball to your forrow know ; 

We’ll watch your fteps where’er you go ; 

And ftnce we And you walk a-foot, 

We’ll foundly fouce your frize furtout. 

’Tis but by our peculiar grace, 

That Phoebus ever {hews his face : 

For when we pleafe, we open wide 
Our curtains blue from fide to fide ; 

And then how faucily lie iliows 
His brazen face, and fiery nofe ; 

And gives himfelf a haughty air. 

As if he made the weather fair. 

’Tis fung, where-ever Caelia treads. 

The vi’lets ope their purple heads, 

The rofes blow, the cowflip fprings * 

’Tis fung, but we know better things 
’Tis true, a woman on her mettle 
Will often p-fs upon a nettle ; 


*35 
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But though we own flie makes it wetter, 

The nettle never thrives the better; 1 o 

While we by foft prolific fliowr’s 
Can ev’ry fpring produce you flow’rs. 

Your poets, Chloe’s beauty lieight’ning, 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightening ; 

And yet I hope ’twill be allowed, 15 $ 

That light’ning comes but from a cloud. 

But gods, like us, have too much fenfe 
At poets flights to take offence : 

Nor can hyperboles demean us ; 

Each drab has been compar’d to Venus. 160 

We own your verfes are melodious; 

But fuch companions are odious. 




Tim and the Fables. 


From the Tenth Intelligencer. 

“ MY meaning will be beft unravel’d, 

<< 1 X When I premife that Tim has travell’d. 
In Lucas’s by chance there lay 
The fables writ by Mr. Gay. 

Tim fet the volume on a table, 

Read over here and there a fable; 

And found, as he the pages twirl’d. 

The monkey who had feen the world: 
(ForTonfon had, to help the fale, 

Prefix’d a cut to ev’ry tale). 

The monkey was completely drefs’d. 

The beau in all his airs exprefs’d. 

Tim with furprife and pleafure flaring, 

Ran to the glafs, and then comparing 


10 


His 
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His own fweet figure with the print, IJ 

Diftinguifh’d ev’rv feature in’t, 

The twift, the fqueeze, the rump, the fidge an all, 
Juft as they look’d in the original. 

By-fays Tim, (and let a f-), 

This graver underftood his art. 20 

’Tis a true copy, I’ll fay that for’t; 

I well remember, when I fat for’t. 

My very face ! at firft I knew it. 

Juft in the drefs the painter drew it. 

Tim, with his likenefs deeply fmitten, 25 

Would read what underneath was written. 

The merry tale, with moral grave. 

He now began to ftorm and rave ; 

“ The curfed villain ! now I fee 
ic This was a libel meant at me ; 

<c Thofe fcribblers grow fo bold of late 
€t Againft us minifters of ftate ! 

“ Such Jacobites as he delerve,- 

<c Demme, I fay, they ought to ftarve.” 

Dear Tim, no more Juch angry fpctches. 

Unbutton , and let down your breeches, 

Tear out the tale, and wipe your a -, 

1 know you love to aft a farce *. 

* Of the 10th [Intellig,] I writ only the ver ges, and of thofe, not 
the four laft flovenly line . Letters to and from Dr. Swift. 
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Ode to the Hon. Sir William Temple •j'. 

Written at Moorpark, June 1689. 

TTIrtue, the greateft of all monarchies, 
v Till its firft emperor rebellious man 
Depos’d from off his feat 
It fell, and broke with its own weight 
Into fmall ftates and principalities, y 

By many a petty lord poffelVd, 

But ne’er fince feated in one fingle bread. 


* Th 5 s ; s the title given to the p ->ems that follow, by Mr. Hawkef- 
worth : though it is certain, that feveral of them were publifhed in 
the author’s lifetime. 

f When the author’s pofthumous pieces were reprinted in Ireland, 
this and the fubfequent odes were omitted. 

Thcfe two odes, and a third, an ode to K. William, when hi' Ma- 
jefty was in Ireland, are the only fpecimens of Dr. Swift's th.t I know 
of in the Pindaric meafure. It is reported, that, in the early part of 
his life, he writ feveral poems in that irregular kind of metre ; w-here- 
by it is certain, that he aquired no fort of reputation. I have been 
told, that his coufin the famous John Dryden exprefled a good deal of 
contempt for a pretty large collection of thefe poems, which had been 
(ho.vn to him in manufeript by his bookfeller: for which treatment 
I verily believe it was, that, in return to his compliment, the Dr. 
hath on ail occafions been fo unmercifully fevere upon that famous 
writer. But this kind of ufage among thetlkklers for reputation, is 
fanttified by immemorial prefeription. To the bell of my remem¬ 
brance, Dryden himfelf hath declared, 

“ Poets Ihould ne'er be drones, mean harmlefs things; 

** But guard, like bees, their labours by their flings.’* 

Swift. 

’Tis 


Vol.VIII. 
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Tis you who muft this land fubdue, 

The mighty conqueR’s left for you. 

The conqueft and difcovery too : ic 

Search out this Utopian ground. 

Virtue’s terra incognita , 

Where none ever led the way, 

Nor ever fince but in defcriptions found. 

Like the philofopker’s Rone i ; 

With rules to fearch it, yet obtain’d by none. 

II. 

We have too long been led aRray, 

Too long have our mifguided fouls been taught 
With rules from muRy morals brought, 

’Tis you muft put us in the way ; 20 

Let us (for fhame) no more be - fed 
With antique r.elics of the dead, 

I he gleanings of philolbphy, 

Philolophy, the lumber of the fchools. 

The roguery of alchymy* 2 5 

And we the bubbl’d fools 
Spend all our prelent Rock in hopes of golden rules. 
III. 

But what does our proud ignTance learning call! 

We oddly Plato’s paradox make good, 

O111 knowledge is but mere remembrance all; go 
Remembrance is our treafure and our food; 
Nature’s fair table-book, our tender fouls, 

We fcrawl all o’er with old and empty rules. 

Stale memorandums of the fchools ; 

For learning’s mighty treafure look ’ 35 

In that deep grave a book. 

Think fhe there does all her treafures hide. 

And that her troubled ghoR Rill haunts there Rncc 
fhe dy’d ; 

Confine her walks to colleges and fchools, 

Hei prieRs, her train, and followers fhew aq 
As if they all were fpeftres too; 

They purchafe knowlege at the expenfe 
Of common breeding, common fenfe. 

At 
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At once grow fcholars and fools; 

AfFetft ill-manner’d pedantry, 45 

Rudenefs, ill-nature, incivility. 

And lick with dregs of knowledge grown, 
Which greedily they fwallow down. 

Still caft it up, and naufeate the company. 

IV. 

Curs’d be the wretch, nay doubly curs’d, 50 
(If it may lawful be 
To curie our great enemy). 

Who learn’d bimfelf that herefy firft 
(Which fince has feiz’d on all the reft). 

That knowledge forfeits all humanity, 55 

Taught us, like Spaniards, to be proud and poor. 
And fling our fcraps before our door. 

Thrice happy you have Tcap’d this genVal peft ; 
Thofe mighty epithets, learn’d, good, and great, 
Which we ne’er join’d before, but in romances meet, 
We find in you at laft united grown. 61 

You cannot be compar’d to one : 

I mu ft, like him that painted Venus* face, 
Borrow from ev’ry one a grace ; 

Virgil and Epicurus will not do, 65 

Their courting a retreat like you, 

Unlefs I put in Cxfar’s learning too, 

Your happy frame at once controls 
This great triumvirate of fouls. 

V. 

Let not old Rome boaft Fabius’ fate, 70 

He fav’d his country by delays, 

But you by peace, 

You bought it at a cheaper rate ; 

Nor has it left the ufual bloody fear, 

To ftiew it coft its price in war ; 75 

War! that mad game, the world fo loves to play, 
And for it does fo dearly pay ; 

For though with lofs or victory a while 
Fortune the gamefters does beguile. 

Yet at the laft the box fweeps all away. 80 

I i 2 VI. Only 
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VI. 

Only the laurel got by peace 
No thunder e’er can blaft, 

Th’ artillery of the fkics 

Shoots to the earth and dies ; 

Nor ever green and flourifhing ’twill laR, S5 

Nor dipt in blood, nor widows tears, nor orphans 
cries ; 

About the head crown’d with thefe bays. 

Like lambent fire the lightning plays; 

Nor its triumphal cavalcade to grace. 

Make up its folemn train with death ; 9© 

It melts the iword of war, yet keeps it in the fheath 
VII. 

The wily fhifts of Rate, thofe jugglers tricks 
Which we call deep defign and politics, 

(As in the theatre the ignorant fry, 

Becaufe the cords efcape their eye, pg 

Wonder to fee the motions fly); 

Methinks, when you expofe the feene, 

Down the ill organ’d engines fall; 

Off fly the vifors and difeover all. 

How plain I fee thro’ the deceit! 100 

How fhallow, and how grofs the cheat! 

Look where die pully’s ty’d above! 

Great God! (faid I), what have 1 feen! 

On what poor engines move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and defigns of Rates \ 
What petty motives rule their fates ! 106 

How the moufc makes the mighty mountain fhake ! 
The mighty mountain labours with its birdi. 

Away the frighted peafants fly, 

Scar d at the unheard-of prodigy, jj© 

Expeft fome great gigantic fon of earth; 

Lo it appears! 

See how they tremble ! how they quake ! 

Out flarts the little beafl, and mocks their idle fears. 

1 VIII. Then 
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130 


VIII. 

Then tell (dear fav’rite mufe) 

What ferpent’s that which flill reforts. 

Still lurks in palaces and courts, 

Take thy unwonted flight, 

And on the terras light. 

See where fhe lies ! 

See how fhe rears her head. 

And rolls about her dreadful eyes, 

To drive all virtue out, or look it dead! 

TTwas fure this bafililk fent Temple thence, 

And tho’ as fome ('tis faid) for their defence 
Have worn a cafement o’er their fkin. 

So he wore his within, 

Made up of virtue and tranfparent innocence: 

And though he oft renew’d the fight. 

And almofl got priority of fight, 

He ne’er could o’ercome her quite, 

(In pieces cut, the viper flill did reunite), 

Till at lafl tir’d with lofs of time and eafe, 
Refolv’d to give himfelf, as well as country, peace. 

Sing (beloved mufe) the pleafures of retreat, 13 j 
And in fome untouch’d virgin firing 
Shew the delights thy filler Nature yields: 

Sing of thy vales, fing of thy woods, fing of thy 
fields ; 

Go publifh o’er the plain 
How mighty a profelyte you gain ! 

How noble a reprifal on the great! 

How is the mufe luxuriant grown! 

Whene’er fhe takes this flight. 

She foars clear out of fight; 

Thefe are the paradifes of her own, 

(The Pegafus, like an unruly horfe, 

Though ne’er fo gently led 
To the lov’d paflure where he us’d to feed. 

Runs violently o’er his ufual courfe). 
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Wake from thy wanton dreams, j 

Come from thy dear lov’d ftreams, 

The crooked paths of wandering Thames. 

Fain the fair nymph would ftav, 

Ok Ihe looks back in vain, 

Oft ’gainft her fountain does complain, 155 
And foftly fteals in many windings down, 

As loath to fee the hated court and town. 

And murmurs as fhe glides away. 

X. 

In this new happy fcene 

Are noble fubjetks for your learned pen : 160 

Here we expeft from you 
More than your predeceffor, Adam, knew : 

W hatever moves our wonder, or our fport. 
Whatever ferves for innocent emblems of die court; 

How that which we a kernel fee, 165 

(Whofe well compacted forms efcape the light, 
Unpeirce’d by the blunt rays of light). 

Shall ere long grow into a tree, 

Whence takes it its increafe, and whence its birth. 
Or from the fun, or from the air, or from the earth, 
Where all the fruitful atoms lie, 171 

How fome goes downward to the root, 
Some more ambitious upwards fly, 

And from the leaves, the branches, and the fruit. 
You ftrove to cultivate a barren court in vain, 175 
Your garden’s better worth your noble pain, 

Here mankind fell, and hence muft rife again. 

Shall I believe a fpirit fo divine 

Was caft in the fame mold with mine ? 

Why then does Nature fo unjuftly lhare 180 

Among her elder Tons the whole eftate. 

And all her jewels and her plate ? 

Poor we, cadets of heav’n, not worth her care, 
Fake up at beft with lumber, and the leavings of a 
fate ; 


Some 
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Some flie binds ’prentice to the fpade, 18$ 
Some to the drudgery of a trade. 

Some flie does to Egyptian bondage draw, 

Bids us make bricks, yet lends us to look out for 
ftraw : 

Some lhe condemns for life to try 
To dig the leaden mines of deep philoiophy : ipo 
Me fhe has to the mufe’s galleys ty d, 

In vain I ftrive to crofs this fpacious main, 

In vain I tug and pull the oar, 

And when I almoft reach the fhore, 
Straight the mufe turns the helm, and I launch out 
again: 195 

And yet to feed my pride, 

W hene’er I mourn, flops my complaining breath, 
With promife of a mad reversion after death. 

XII. 

Then (Sir) accept this worthlefs verfe, 

The tribute of an humble mufe, 200 

? Tis all the portion of my niggard ftars; 

Nature the hidden fpark did at my birth infufe, 
And kindled firft with indolence and eafe, 

And fmce too oft debauch’d by praifc, 

? Tis now grown an incurable difeafe : 205 

In vain to quench this fooiifh lire I try 
In wifdom and phiiofophy ; 

In vain all whoielome herbs I fow, 

Where nought but weeds will grow. 
Whate’er I plant (like corn on barren earth) 210 
By an equivocal birth 
Seeds, and runs up to poetry. 
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To the Athenian Society. 

Moor-park, Feb. 14. 1691. 

Gentlemen* 

CInce every body pretends to trouble you with 
^ their follies. I thought I might claim the privi¬ 
lege of an Englifhman, and put in my {hare among 
the reft. Being laft year in Ireland, (from whence 
I returned about half a year ago), I heard only a 
loofe talk of your fociety, and believed the defign 
to be only fome new folly juft fuitable to the age, 
which God knows I little expected ever to produce 
any thing extraordinary. Since my being in Eng¬ 
land, having ftill continued in the country, and 
much out of company, I had but little advantage 
of knowing any more, till about two months ago 
palling through Oxford, a very learned gentleman 
there firft Ihewed me two or three of your volumes, 
and gave me his accouut and opinion of you. A 

while after, I came to this place upon a viftt to-, 

where I have been ever fince, and have feen all the 
four volumes, with their fupplements ! which an- 
fwering my expectation, the perufal has produced 
what you find inclofed. 

As I have been fomewhat inclined to this folly, 
fo I have feldom wanted fome body to flatter me in 
it. And for the ode inclofed, I have fent to a 
perfon of very great learning and honour, and fince 
to fome others, the beft of my acquaintance, (to 
which I thought very proper to enure it for a great - 
er light); and they have all been pleafed to tell me, 
that they are fure it will not be unwelcome; and 
that I fhould beg the honour of you to let it be 

printed 
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printed before your next volume, (which, I think, 
is foon to be publilhed); it being fo ufual before 
moft books of any great value among poets; and 
before its feeing the world, I fubmit it wholly to the 
correction of your pens. 

I intreat therefore one of you would defcend fo 
fo far as to write two or three lines to me of your 
pleafure upon it: Which as I cannot but expert 
from gentlemen, who have fo well (hewn, upon 
fo many occafions, that greateft character of fcho- 
l irs, in being favourable to the ignorant; fo I am 
fure nothing at prefeat can more highly oblige me, 
or make me happier. 

I am, 


Gentlemen, 

Your ever mod humble 
and moft admiring fervant, 
Jonathan Swift. 


ODE to the Athenian Society, 


Moor-park, Feb . 14. 16p 1 . 

A S when the deluge firft began to fall, 

That mighty ebb never to flow again, 

(vVhen this huge body’s moifture was fo great, 

It quite o’ercame the vital heat; 

That mountain which was higheft, firft of all 5 
Appear’d above the univerfal main, 

To blefs the primitive failor’s weary fight; 

And ’twas perhaps Parnafius, * if in height 
Vol.VIII. Kk 


It 
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It be as great as *tis in fame, 

And nigh to heav’n as is its name : io 

So after the inundation of a war, 

When learning’s little houfehold did embark 
With her world s fruitful fyftem in her facred ark. 
At the firft ebb of noife and fears, 

Philofophy’s exalted head appears: 15 

And the dove-mufe will now no longer Ray, 

But plumes her filver wings, and flies away : 

And now a laurel wreath fhe brings from far. 
To crown the happy conqueror, 

To fhew fhe flood begins to ceafe, 20 

And bring the dear reward of viftory and of peace* 


The eager mufe took wing upon the waves decline, 
When war her cloudy afpeft juft withdrew, 
When the bright fun of peace began to fliine, 
And for a while in heavenly contemplation fat 25 
On the high top of peaceful Ararat; 

And pluck’d a laurel branch, (for laurel was the 
firft that grew, 

The firft of plants after the thunder, ftorm, and 
rain), 

And thence with joyful, nimble wing, 

Flew dutifully back again, 30 

And made an humble chaplet * for the king. 

And the dove-mufe is fled once more, 

(Glad of the vi&ory, yet frighted at the war) 

And now difcovers from afar 
A peaceful and a flourilhing fhore : 3 r 

No fooner did fhe land 
On the delightful ftrand, 

Then ftrait fhe fees the country all around. 
Where fatal Neptune rul’d erewhile, 

Scatter d with flow’ry vales, with fruitful gardens 
crown’d, 4Q 


The ode I writ to the King in Ireland. 


And 
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And many a pleafant wood; 

As if the univerfal Nile 

Had rather water’d it, than drown’d ; 

It feems fome floating piece of paradife, 

Prefcrv’d by wonder from the flood, 45 

Long wand’ring thro’ the deep, as we are told 
Fam’d Delos did of old, 

And the tranfported mufe imagin’d it 
To be a fitter birth-place for the god of wit. 

Or the much-talk’d oracular grove j 50 

When with amazing joy flie hears 
An unknown mufic all around. 

Charming her greedy ears 
With many a heav’nly fong 
Of nature and of art, of deep philofophy and love, 
Whilfl: angels tune the voice, and God infpires the 
tongue. 56 

In vain fhe catches at the empty found, 

In vain purfues the mufic with her longing eye. 
And courts the wanton echoes as they fly. 

III. 

Pardon, ye great unknown, and far exalted men. 
The wild excurfions of a youthful pen ; 61 

Forgive a young, and (almoft) virgin mufe. 
Whom blind and eager curiofity 
(Yet curiofity, they fay 

Is in her fex a crime needs no excufe) 65 

Has force’d to grope her uncouth way, 

After a mighty light that leads her wand’ring eye : 
No wonder then fiie quits the narrow path of fenfe. 
For a dear ramble through impertinence; 
Impertinence, the fcurvy of mankind. 70 

And all we fools, who are the greater part of it. 
Though we be of two different factions ftill. 

Both the good-natur’d and the ill; 

Yet wherefoe’er you look, you’ll always find 
We join like flies, and wafps, in buzzing about wit. 
In me, who am of the firft fttt of thefe, 76 
All merit, that tranfeends the humble rules 

Kk 2 Of 
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Of my own dazzled fcanty fenfe, 

Begets a kinder folly and impertinence 

Of admiration and of praife. 80 

And owr good brethren of the furly feci 
Muft e’en all herd with us their kindred-fools : 
l 1 or tho’ poffcfs’dof prefent vogue, they’ve made 
Railing a rule of wit, and obloquy a trade; 

Yet the fame want of brains produces each effect. 85 
And you whom Pluto’s helm does wifelv fliroud 
From us the blind and thoughtlefs croud, 

Hike the fam’d hero in his mother’s cloud, 

Who both our follies and impertinences fee, 89 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and me. 
IV. 

But Cenfure’s to be underftood 
Th’ authentic mark of the elect. 

The public ftamp heav’n fets on all that’s great and 
good 

Our lhallow fearch and judgement to direct. 

The war, methinks, has made 9^ 

Our wit and learning narrow as our trade ; 

Inltead of boldly failing far to buy 
A ftock of wifdom and philofophy. 

We fondly ftay at home in fear 
Of ev’ry cenfuring privateer; IOO 

Forcing a wretched trade by beating down the fale 
And felling bafely by retail. 

The wits, I mean the Atheifts of the age. 

Who fain would rule the pulpit, as they do the 
ftage; 

Wondrous refiners of philofophy, IO r 

Of morals and divinity, 

By the new modifh fyftem of reducing all to fenfe, 
Againfl all logic and concluding laws. 

Do own the effects of providence. 

And yet deny the caufe* j 1Q 


This 


























posthumous Pieces in verse. 2 <si 


• v. 

This hopeful feci, now it begins to fee 
How little, very little do prevail 
Their firll and chiefeit force, 

To cenfure, to cry down, and rail, 

*VirM?°' vin§ what ’ or "'here, and who you be, 11 e 
W ill quickly take anodier courfe : 3 

And by their never-failing ways 
0t /°lving all appearances they pleafe. 

We foon fliall fee them to their ancient methods 
fall 


And ftraight deny you to be men, or anv thing at all 
1 laugh at the grave anfwer they will'make, j 2 i 
W Inch they have always ready, general, and cheap ; 
l is but to fay, that what we daily meet, 

And by a fond miftake 

Perhaps imagine to be wondrous wit, 12? 

And think, alas, to be by mortals writ, 

Is but a croud of atoms juftling in a heap. 

Which from eternal feeds begun, 

Juftling fome thoufand years till ripen’d by the fun ; 
They re now, juft now as naturally born, 130 
As from the womb of earth a field of corn 

VI. 

But as for poor contented me, 

Who muft my weaknefs and my ignorance confcft. 
lhat l believe in much, I ne’er can hope to fee • 
Methinks I’m fatisfy’d to guefs, n. 

That this new, noble,' and deligh ul fccne 
Is wonderfully mov’d by fome exalted men. 

Who have well ftudied in the world’s difeafe, 
(That epidemic error and depravity. 

Or in our judgment or our eye), I40 

That what furprifes us can only pleafe. 

We often fearch contentedly the whole worldround 
lo make fome great difeovery. 

And fcorn it when ’tis found. 


Juft 
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Juft fo the mighty Nile has fuffer’d in its fame, 145 
Becaufe ’tis faid (and perhaps only faid) 

We’ve found a little inconfiderable head, 

That feeds the huge unequal ftream. 

Confider human folly, and you’ll quickly own, 
That all the praifes it can give, 1 

By which fome fondly boaft they lhall for ever live. 
Won’t payth’ impertinence of being known : 
Elfe why fhould the fam’d Lydian king, 
Whom all the charms of an ufurp’d wife and ftate. 
With all that power unfelt, courts mankind to be 
great, # # *55 

Did with new unexperience’d glories wait. 

Still wear, ftill dote on his invifible ring ? 

VII. 

W ere I to form a regular thought of fame. 
Which is perhaps as hard t’imagine right 

As to paint Echo to the fight ; 160 

I would not draw the idea from an empty name : 
Becaufe, alas, when we all die, 

Carelefs and ignorant pofterity. 

Although they praife the learning and the wit, 
And though the title feems to fhow 165 
The name and man by whom the book was writ. 
Yet how lhall they be brought to know. 
Whether that very name was he, or you, or I ? 
Lefs ftiould I daub it o’er with tranfitory praife. 

And water-colours of thefe days : 170 

Thefe days ! where e’en th’ extravagance of poetry 
Is at a lofs for figures to exprefs 
Mens folly, whimfies, and inconftancy, 

And by a faint defeription makes them lefs. 
Then tell us, what is fame, where lhall we fearch 
for it! 175 

Look where exalted virtue and religion fit 
Inthron’d with heav’nly wit, 

Look where you fee 
The greateft fcorn of learned vanity. 

(And 
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(And then how much a nothing is mankind ! 1 So 
Whofe reafon is weigh’d down by popular air, 
Who by that vainly talks of baffling death ; 

And hopes to lengthen life by a transfufion of 
breath. 

Which yet whoe’er examines right will find 
To be an art as vain as bottling up of wind): 185 
And when you find out thefe, believe true fame is 
there, 

Far above all reward, yet to which all is due ; 
And this, ye great unknown, is only known in you. 

vm. 

Thejuggling fea-god, when by chance trepann’d 
By fome indrueded querift fleeping on the fand, 190 
Impatient of all anfwers, drait became 
A dealing brook, and drove to creep away 
Into his native fea, 

Vex’d at their follies, murmur’d in his dream ; 
But difappointed of his fond defire, 195 

Would vanifh in a pyramid of fire. 

This furly, flipp’ry god. when he defign’d 
To furnifh his efcapes, 

Ne’er borrow’d more variety of fhapes 
Than you to pleafe and fatisfy mankind, 2 co 
And feem (almod) transform’d to water, flame, 
and air. 

So well you anfwer all phenomenas there: 

Tho’madmen and the wits, philofophers and fools, 
With all that factious, or enthufiadic dotards dream, 
And all the incoherent jargon of the fchools ; 20; 
Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love and 
fhame, 

Contrive to fhock your mind with many a fenfelefs 
doubt; 

Doubts where the Delphic god would grope in ig¬ 
norance and night, 

The god of learning and of light 
Would want a* god himfelfto help himout. 210 

* U7T6 fAVXtm 


IX. Philofophy 
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IX. 

Philofophy, as it before us lies, 

Seems to have borrow'd fome ungrateful taftc 
Of doubts, impertinence, and niceties, 

From ev’rv age through which it pafs’d. 

But always with aifronger relifh of the laft. 215 
This beauteous queen, by heav’n defign'd 
To be the great original 

For man to drefs and polifli his uncourtly mind, 

In what mock-habits have they put her fincethe fall! 
More oft in fools and madmens hands than fages. 
She iecms a medly of all ages, 221 

With a huge fardingal to fwell her fuftian fluff, 

A new commode, a top-knot and a ruff. 

Her face patch'd o’er with modern pedantry, 

With a long fweeping train 225 

Of comments and dilputes, ridiculous and vain, 

All of old cut with a new die : 

How foon you have reftor’d her charms, 
And rid her of her lumber and her books, 
Drefs’d her again genteel and neat, 230 

And rather tight than great, 

How fond we are to court her to our arms 1 
How much of heav’n is in her n?:ked looks ! 

X. 

Thus the deluding mufe oft blinds me to her ways, 
And ev’n my very thoughts transfers 235 

And changes all to beauty and the praife 
Of that proud tyrant fex of hers. 

The rebel mufe, alas, takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart, 

And you with fatal and immortal wit confpire 240 
To fan th’ unhappy fire. 

Cruel unknown ! what is it you intend ? (friend ! 
Ah, could you, could you hope a poet for your 
Rather forgive what my firft tranfport faid : 

May all the blood, which fhall by woman's fcorn be 
fhed, 245 

Lie 


1 
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Lie upon you, and on your childrens head ; 

For you (all, did I think I e’er fhouldlive to fee 
The fatal time when that could be !) 

Have e’en increas’d their pride and cruelty. 
Woman fcems now above all vanity grown, 250 
Still boafting of her great unknown 
Platonic champions, gain’d without one female wile. 
Or the vail: charges of a fmiie ; 

Which ’tis a iliame to fee how much of late 
You’ve taught the covetous wretches to o’er-rate. 
And which they’ve now the confcience to weigh 256 
In the fame balance with our tears, 

And with fuch fcanty wages pay 
The bondage and the flavery of years, [us, 

Let the vain fex dream on, their empire comes from 
And had they common generolity, 261 

They would not ufe us thus. 

Well-though you have rais’d her to this high 

Ourfelves are rais’d as well as fhe [degree. 

And fpite of all that they or you can do, 265 
’Tis pride and happinfs enough to me 
/Still to be of the fame exalted fex with you. 

1 XI. 


Alas, how fleeting, and how vain, 
is even the nobler man, our learning and our wit! 

I flgh whene’er I think of it ! 270 

As at the doling an unhappy fcene 

Of fome great king and conqTors’s death, 
When the fad melancholy mufe 
.Stays but to catch his utmoft breath, 

I grieve, this noble work fo happily begun, 275 
So quickly and fo wonderfully carry’d on, 

Mull fall at laft to interefl, folly, and abufe. 

There is a noon-tide in our lives, 

Which Hill the fooner it arrives, 

Although we boalf our winter fun looks bright. 
And foolilhly are glad to fet it at its height, 281 
Yet fo much fooner comes the long and gloomy 
night. 

Vol.VIII. LI 
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No conqueft ever yet begun, 

And by one mighty hero carried to its height, 

E’er flourifh’d under a lucceflbr or a Ton ; 285' 

It loft fome mighty pieces through all.hands it paft, 
And vanilh’d to an empty title in the laft. 
lor when the animating mind is fled, 

{Which Nature never can retain, 

Nor e’er call back again), 200 

The body, though gigantic, lies all cold and dead/ 
XII. 


And thus undoubtedly ’twill fare, 

With what unhappy men lhall dare 
To be fucceflors tothefe great unknown, 

On learning’s high eftablifli’d throne. 295 

Cenfure, and Pedantry, and Pride, 
Numberlefs nations, ftretching far and wide, 
Shall (I forefee it) loon with Gothic {warms come 
From Ignorance’s univerfal north, [forth 

And with blind rage break all this peaceful go¬ 
vernment : joa 

Yet {hall thefe traces of your wit remain, 

Like a juft map, to tell the vaft extent < 

Of conqueft in your fliort and happy reign : 

. And to all future mankind fhcw 
How ftrangea paradox is true, 305 

I hat men, who liv’d and dv’d without a name. 
Are the chief heroes in the facred- lift of fame. 


Toiands 
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* 

Tola no’s Invitation to Dismal, to dine 
with the Calves-Head Club *. 

Imitated from Horace, Epift. 5. lib. 1. 


TF, deareft Difmal, you for once can dine 
“■* Upon a iingle fifli and tavern wine, 

T—1—nd to you this invitation fends. 

To eat the calves head with your trulty friends. 
Sufpend a while your vain ambitious hopes, 
Leave hunting after bribes, forget your tropes. 


Si petes arch aids convivia recumhere IcRis 9 
Nec modica cccnarc times olus omne patella ; 
Supremo te fde domi , Torquate manebo . 

***'#*#*>*#*# 

Mitte leves fpes , et certamina divitiarum, 


* The members of the Calves head club were about fixteen of the 
^grateft men in England. They dined once a week at each others 
houfes, or at taverns, if more convenient, by rotation. Swift wrote 
this invitation in December 1711, occalioned by his fr end the Lord 
Tre .furer Oxford’s hinting to him one evening, that he wilhed a bal¬ 
lad were made on the Earl of***. The ballad, which, according to 
Swift's obfervttion, is two degrees above Grttbftreer, wa< written and 
fer.t to the piefs the next morning; and when it was brought by the 
f rinter to that famous and grand focicty, whereof Swift was a mem¬ 
ber, and read by one of the company, it made them all laugh a dozen 
times ; as we a*e told in a letter from Swift to Stella. It has abun¬ 
dance of wit and humour, ftrangely adapted to the proceedings and 
ou» rage of the VVoigs at that particular juncture; and will grati¬ 
fy the men of nfcc and fpirit, who are all of them admirers of the 
DMor. Suift. 

L 1 2 


To- 
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To-morrow we our myftic feaft prepare. 

Where thou, our latcl't profeiyte, {halt {hare ; 
When we, by proper figns and fymbols tell. 

How, by brave hands, the royal traitor fell ; io 
The meat fhall reprefent the tyrant’s liead, 

The wine, his blood, our predeceffors fhed ; 

Wliilft an alluding hymn iome artifts lingo. 

We toad: confuiion to the race of kings : 

At monarchy we nobly ihew our fpight, rj 

And talk what fools call treafon all the night. 

^ Who, by difgraces or ill fortune funk; 

Feels not his foul enliven’d when he's drunk ? 
Wine can clear up G-d-lph-n’s cloudy face. 

And fiil J-ck Sm--th with hopes to keep his place; 
By force of wine ev’n Sc-rb-r-gh is brave, 21 
Hal grows more pert, and S-mm-rs not fo grave : 
Wine can give P-rt-d wit, and Cl-v-nd fenfe, 
M-t-g-e learning, B--lt-n eloquence: 

Ch-ly, when drunk, can never lofe liis wand, 25 
And JL—nc -n then imagines he has land. 

My province is, to fee that all be right, 

Glafles and linen clean, and pewter bright; 

From our myfterious club to keep out fpies, 

And Tories (drefs’d like waiters) in difguife. 30 

Et Mofchi can [am. Cras nato Cafare fejlus 
Dat veniam [omnumque dies: impnne licebit 
JEJlivam fermone benigno tendere niflem. 
*********** 

Quid non ebrietas defignat ? 0 pert a redudit ; 

Spes jubet ejfe rat as; in pralia trudit inermem : 
Sollicitis animis onus eximit addocet artes. 

Fee cun di caliccs quern non fecere difertwn ? 

Con trad a quem nen in pauper tat e folutum ? 

Hac ego pr ocurare ct idoneus imperor y et non 
1 nvitus; tic turpe toral , ne fordida rnappa 
Eoruget nares y ne non es et cant barns, et lanx , 


You 
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^ ou fhall be coupled ns you beft approve, 

Seated at table next the men you love, 

S--nd--nd, Or -rd, B~le, and R--ch- d’s Grace 
V'illcome; and H— mp -n ihall have W-p-le’s 
place. 

^Yr“ rt "" n > un lefs prevented by a whore, 35 

V ill hardly fail, and there is room for more! 

But I love elbow-room whene’er I drink, 

And honeil: Harry is too apt to ft—k. 

^ Let no pretence of bus’nefs make you ftay; 

^ et take one word of counfel by the way. 40 

If Gu—rn—y call, fend word you re gone abroad, 
He’ll teafe you with King Charles, and Bilhop Laud, 
Or make you faft, and carry you to pray’rs : 

But if he will break in, and walk up ftairs, 

Steal by the back-door out, and leave him there ; 45 
Then order Squafh to call a hackney-chair. 

OJlendat tibi te; ne fid s inter amicos 

Sit, qui diEla forus eliminet ; 1 tt coeat par , 

Jungaturque pari . Drutum tibi , Septin/iumqite $ 

Et nifi coena prior , potiorque puella fabinum 
Detinety afiumam : locus eft et pluribus umbris 1 
Sed nimis arEla premunt olida convivia capr 
Tity quotas ejfie vclis , referibe ; et rebus omijfis , 

Atria fervantem pejiico falle dientem . 


* A 
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* A "Dialogue between a Lawyer and Dr. 
Swift -f\ 

Imitated from Horace, Sat. i. Book 2. 

Written in the year 1729. 

Clnce there are perfons who complain 
^ There’s too much fatire in my vein. 

That I am often found exceeding 
The rules of raillery and breeding, 

With too much freedom treat my betters, 5 

Not fparing even men of letters ; 

You, who are flcilFd in lawyers lore. 

What’s your advice ? fhall I give o’er, 

Nor ever fools or knaves expofe. 

Either in verfe or hum’rous profe, i<* 

And, to avoid all future ill, 

In my ferutoir lock up my quill ? 

Since you are pleas’d to condefcend 
To afh the judgement of a friend. 

Your cafe coniicler’d, I muft think 15 

You fhould withdraw from pen and ink, 

■f This poem was wrote by Robert Lind fay, Efq; afterwards one 
of the judges of the common picas in Ireland. He was a gentleman 
remarkable for his learning, tafte, wit. and genius $ fo that in all pro¬ 
bability, he was one of the fineft fpirits Dr. Swift was ever acquainted 
with in his whole life. He, from a truly patriot fpirit, fupplied the 
Dean with all materials relating to the laws of the land, which were 
neceffary on occafion of the controverfy concerning Wood's halfpence. 
The Dean aknowledges his obligations to him in a lively and delicate 
compliment in the Drapicr’s letters, [in vol. 3. let. p. 265.] The 
poem is a fpecimen of that fort of praife, or, to fpenk in the language 
of L^rd Orrery, of that fort of fiattery, with which Dr. Swift was 
da-.ly fed in Ireland. Swift.—The Dean appointed Mr. Lindlay one 
•f his exteu’ers. 


Forbear 
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Forbear your poetry and jokes. 

And live like other Chriftian folks : 

Or, if the Mufes mull infpire 
Your fancy with their pleafing fire, 
l ake fubje&s fafer for your wit, 

Than thole on which you lately writ. 
Commend the times, your thoughts correct. 
And follow the prevailing feft ; 

AlTert that Hyde, in writing dory, 

Shews all the malice of a Tory, 

While Burnet, in his deathlels page, 

Difcovers freedom without rage ; 

1 o Woolfton recommend our youth 
For learning, probity, and truth, 

1 hat noble genius, who unbinds 
The chains which fetter free-born minds, 
Redeems us from the flavifh fears 
Vf hich laded near two thoufand years : 

Fie can alone the priedhood humble. 

Make gilded fpires and altars tumble. 

Muft I commend againd my confidence 
Such dupid blafphemy and nonfenfe ? 

Fo fuch a fubjedt tune my lyre, 

And ling like one of Milton’s choir. 

Where Devils to a vale retreat. 

And call the laws of wifdom fate. 

Lament upon their haplcfs fall, 

That force free virtue fhould inthrall ? 

Or lhall the charms of wealth and pow’r 
Make me pollute the Mufes bow’r? 

As from the tripod of Apollo, 

Hear from my defk the words that follow: 
Some by philofophers mifled, 

Mud: honour you alive and dead ; 

And fuch as know what Greece has writ, 

Muft tade your irony and wit; 

While mod that are, or would be great, 

Mud dread your pen, your perfon hate. 


27I 
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And you on Drapier’s Hill muft lie, 55 

And there without a mitre die. 

^ "fy *§* * 0 * •$* ■$* *$* * 0 * *$• 

The Beasts Confession to the Priest* 

On obferving how mod men miftake their own 
talents. 

Written in the year 1732. 

The PREFACE. 

9 T Have been long of opinion, that there is not 
4 -*■ a more general and greater miftake, or of 
4 worfe confequences through the commerce of 
4 mankind, than the wrong judgements they are 
4 apt to entertain of their own talents. I knew a 
4 fluttering alderman in London, a great frequent - 
4 er of coftee-houfes, who, when a fre ill news- 
4 paper was brought in, conftantly feized it firft, 
4 and read it aloud to his brother-citizens ; but in 
4 a manner as little intelligible to the ftanders-by as 
4 to himfelf. How many pretenders to learning 
4 expofe themfelves by chuflng to difcourfe on thofc 
4 very parts of fcience wherewith they are leaft ac- 
* quainted ! It is the fame cafe in every other qua- 
4 lification. By the multitude of thole who deal 
4 in rhymes, from half a ftieet to twenty, which 
4 come out every minute, there muft be at leaft 
4 five hundred poets in the city and fuburbs of 
4 London ; half as many coffee-houfe orators, ex- 
4 clufive of the clergy ; forty thoufand politicians; 
4 and four thoufand five hundred profound fcho- 
4 lars : not to mention the wits, the railers, the 
4 fmart fellows, and critics; all as illiterate and 
1 impudent 
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4 impudent as a fuburb-whore. What are* we to 
4 think of the line drefTed fparks, proud of their 
c own perfonal deformities, which appear the more 
4 hideous by the contraft of wearing fcarlet and 
4 gold, with what they call toupees # on their heads, 
4 and all the frippery of a modern beau, to make a 
4 figure before women ; fome of them with hump 
4 backs, others hardly five feet high, and every 
4 feature of their faces diftorted ! I have feen ma- 
4 ny of thefe iniipid pretenders entering into con- 
4 verfation with perfons of learning, conftantly 
4 making the grofleft blunders in every fentence, 
4 without conveying one fingle idea fit for a ra- 
4 tional creature to fpend a thought on ; perpetu- 
4 ally confounding all chronology and geography, 
4 even of prefent times I compute, that London 
4 hath eleven native fools of the beau and puppy- 
4 kind for one among us in Dublin ; belides two 
4 thirds of ours tranfplanted thither, who are now 
4 naturalized ; whereby that overgrown capital ex- 
4 ceeds ours in the article of dunces by forty to 
4 one ; and what is more, to our further mortifi- 
4 cation, there is not one diitinguifhed fool of Irilh 
4 birth or education, who makes any noife in that 
4 famous metropolis, unlefs the London prints be 
4 very partial or defective : whereas London is fel- 
4 dom without a dozen of their own educating, 
4 who ingrofs the vogue for half a Winter toge- 
4 ther, and are never heard of more, but give 
4 place to a new fet. I his hath been the conftant 
4 progrefs for at leaft thirty years part, only allow- 
4 ing for the change of breed and fafliion.* 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

The following Poem is grounded upon the univer- 
fal folly of mankind of miftaking their talents ; by 


* Wigs with long black tails, worn for feme years paft. 

Vol.VIII. M m which 
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which the author doth a great honour to his own fpe- 
cies, almoft equalling them with certain brutes ; where¬ 
in, indeed, he is too partial, as he freely confefleth : 
and yet he hath gone as low as he well could, by fpe- 
cifvine four animals; the wolf, the afs, the fwine, and 
the ape ; all equally mifehievous, except the Jaft, who 
outdoes them in the article of cunning: fo great is the 
pride of man. 

VTTHen beafts could fpeak, (the learned fay, 

” They ftill can do fo every day). 

It feems they had religion then. 

As much as now we find in men. 

It happen’d, when a plague broke out, 5 

(Which therefore made them more devout), 

The king of brutes (to make it plain. 

Of quadrupedcs I only mean) 

By proclamation gave command. 

That ev’ry fubjeft in the land 10 

Should to the prieft confefs their fins ; 

And thus the pious wolf begins. 

Good Father, I mu ft own with fhamc. 

That often I have been to blame: 

I muft confefs, on Friday laft, , 15 

Wretch that I was, I broke my faft: 

But I defy die bafeft tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong; 

Or ever went to leek my food 

By rapine, theft, or thirft of blood. 2# 

The afs approaching next, confefs’d, 

That in his heart he lov’d a jeft: 

A wag he was, he needs muft own, 

And could not let a dunce alone: 

Sometimes his friend he would not fpare, 2$ 

And might perhaps be too fevere : 

But yet, the worft that could he faid. 

He was a‘ wit both born and bred ; 

And, 
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And, if it be a fin or fliame, 

Nature alone muft bear the blame: 

One fault he hath, is fony for’t, 

His ears are half a foot too fhort; 

Which could he to the ftandard bring, 

He’d fliew his face before the King : 

Then for his voice, there’s none difputes 
That he’s the nightingale of brutes. 

The fwine with contrite heart allow’d. 

His fhape and beauty made him proud : 

In diet was perhaps too nice, 

But gluttony was ne’er his voice : 

In ev’ry turn of life content, 

And meekly took what fortune fent : 

Inquire through all the parifh round, 

A better neighbour ne’er was found : 

His vigilance might fome difpleafe ; 

’Tis true, he hated floth like peafe. 

The mimic ape began his chatter, 

How evil tongues his life befpatter : 

Much of the censYing world complain’d. 

Who faid his gravity was feign’d : 

Indeed the ftriclnefs of his morals 
Engage’d him in an hundred quarrels : 

He faw, and he was griev’d to fee’t, 

His zeal was fometimes indilcrcct ! 

He found his virtues too feverc 
For our corrupted times to bear: 

Yet fuch a lewd licentious age 
Might well excufe a Stoic’s rage. 

The goat advance’d with decent pace ; 

And firft excus’d his youthful face; 

Forgivenefs begg’d, that he appear’d 
(’Twas Nature fault) without a beard. 

’ Fis true, he was not much inclin’d 
To fondnefs for the female kind ; 

M m 2 Not, 


5° 


60 
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Not, as his enemies object, C* 

From chance or natural defect; 

Not by his frigid conftitution, 

But through a pious refolution ; 

For he had made a holy vow 

Of chaftity, as monks do now ; 70 

Which he refolv’d to keep for ever hence. 

As ftri&ly too, as doth his Reverence *. 

Apply the tale, and you fliall find, 

How juft it fuits with human-kind. 

Some faults we own, but can you guefs ? yj 

-Why, virtue’s carried to excels. 

Wherewith cur vanity endows us, 

Though neither foe nor friend allows us. 


The lawyer fwears, you may rely on’t. 

Fie never fqueez’d a needy client; So 

And this he makes his conftant rule ; 

For which his brethren call him fool : 

Ilis confcience always was fo nice, 

He freely gave the poor advice ; 

By which he loft, he may affirm, S 5 

A hundred fees laft Either term. 

While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job, 

No pleader at the bar could match 

His diligence and quick difpatch ; co 

Ne’er kept a caufe, he well may boaft, 

Above a term or two at moft, 


The cringing knave, who feeks a place 
Without fuccels, thus tells his cafe : 

Why fhould he longer minch the matter ? 
He fail’d, becaufe he could not flatter ; 

Fie had not learn’d to turn his coat, 

Nor for a party give his vote : 

* The prieft his confefTor. 


* 


His 
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His crime he quickly underftood ; 

Poo zealous for the nation’s good: 

He found the minifters refent it, 

^ et could not for his heart repent it. 

The chaplain vows he cannot fawn, 

Tho’ it would raife him to the lawn : 

He pafs’d his hours among his books : 

^ ou find, it in his meagre looks ; 

He might, if he were worldly wife, 
Preferment get, and fpare his eyes : 

But own’d he had a ftubborn fpirit, 

That made him truft alone in merit : 

\V ould raife by merit to promotion : 

Alas ! a mere chimeric notion. 

The Doftor, if you will believe him, 
Confefs’d a iin ; and God forgive him ! 
Call’d up at midnight, ran to lave 
A blind old beggar from the grave : 

But fee how Satan fpreads his fnares ; 

He quite forgot to fay his pray’rs. 

He cannot help it for his heart, 

Sometimes to aft the parfon’s part: 

Quotes from the bible many a fentence, 

I hat moves his patients to repentance : 

And, when his med’cines do no good, 
Supports their minds with heav’nly food, 

At which, however well intended, 

He hears the clergy are offended ; 

And grown fo bold behind his back, 

To call him hypocrite and quack. 

In his own church he keeps a feat, 

Says grace before and after meat; 

And calls, without affefting airs, 

His houfehold twice a-day to pray’rs. 

He lliuns apothecaries /hops, 

And hates to cram the fick with flops; 
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He (corns to make his art a trade; 135 

Nor bribes my lady’s fav’rite maid. 

O d nurfe-heepers would never hire 
To recommend him to the Tquire ; 

Which others, whom he will not name. 

Have often pra&is’d to their fliame. 140 

The ttatefman tells you, with a fneer. 

His fault is to be too fincere ; 

And, having no iinifter ends. 

Is apt to difoblige his friends. 

The nation’s good, his matter's glory, 145 

Without regard to Whig or Tory, 

Where all the fchemes he had in view ; 

Yet he was feconded by few ; 

Though fome had fpread a thoufand lies, 

’Twas he defeated the Excise. . 150 

Twas known, though he had borne afperfion. 
That ttanding troops was his averfion : 

His practice was, in ev’ry ttation. 

To ferve the King, and pleafe the nation. 

Though hard to ttnd in ev’ry cafe 15 j 

The fitted: man to fill a place; 

His promifes he ne’er forgot. 

But rook memorials on the fpot: 

His enemies, for want of charity, 

Said, he attested popularity : 160 

*Tis true, the people underttood, 

\l hat all lie did was for their good; 

Their kind attentions he has try’d ; 

No love is loft on either fide. 

He came to court with fortune clear, 165 

Which now he runs out ev’ry year ; 

Mutt, at the rate that he goes on, 

Inevitably be undone. 

Oh, if his Pttajefty would pleafe 

To give him but a writ of eafe, 17© 

Would grant him licence to retire, 

As it hath long been his defire, 


By 
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By fair accounts it would be found. 

He’s poorer by ten tboufand pound. 

He owns, and hopes it is no tin, 

He ne’er was partial to his kin : 

He thought it bafe for men in Rations 
To croud the court with their relations : 

His country was his deareft mother, 

And ev’ry virtuous man his brother; 
Through mode fly or awkward ihame, 

(For which he owns himfelf to blame), 

He found the wifeft men he could, 

Without refpeft to friends or blood; 

Nor ever acts on private views, 

When he hath liberty to chufe. 

The (harper fwore he hated play. 

Except to pafs an hour away: 

And well he might; for to his cod 
By want of ikill he always loft; 

He heard there was a club of cheats, 

Who had contriv’d a thoufand feats; 

Could change the (lock, or cog a die. 

And thus deceive the (harped eye : 

No wonder how his fortune funk, 

His brothers fleece him when he’s drunk. 

I own the moral not exaft; 

Be (Ides, the tale is falfe in faft: 

And fo abfurd, that could I raife up, 

From field Elyfian, fabling JEfop, 

I would accufe him to his face 
For libelling the four-foot race. 

Creatures of ev’ry kind, but ours. 

Well comprehend their nat’ral pow’rs ; 
w hile we, whom reafon ought to fway, 
Miflake our talents ev’ry day. 

The afs was never known fo flupid 
To aft the part of Tray or Cupid ; 
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Nor leaps upon his matter's lap, 

There to be ftroak’d, and fed with pap, 210 

As ATop would the world perfuade ; 

He better underftands his trade : 

Nor comes, whene’er his lady whittles ; 

But carries loads, and feeds on thiitles. 

Our author’s meaning, I prefume, is 215 

A creature bipes et implumis * ; 

Wherein the moralift dcttgn’d 
A compliment on human-kind : 

For here he owns, that now and then 

Beatts may degen’rate into menf. 220 



On Dan Jackson’s picture cut in paper. 

; T < 0 fair Lady Betty, Dan fat for his piflure, 

** And defy’d her to draw him fo oft as he piqu’d 
her, 

Fie knew (he’d no pencil or colouring by her ; 

And therefore he thought he might fafely defy her. 
Come fit, fays my lady, then whips up her fciffar, 5 
And cuts out his coxcomb in filk in a trice, Sir. 
Dan fat with attention, and faw with furprife 
How ihe lengthen’d his chin, how fhe hollow’d his 
eyes ; 

But flatter’d himfelf with a fecret conceit, 

That his thin leathern jaws all her art would defeat/ 
Lady Betty obferved it, then pull'd out a pin, 11 
And varies the grain of the fluff to his grin : 

And to make roafted filk refemble his raw-bone, 
She rais’d up a thread to the jet of his jaw-bone ; 

* A definition of man difjpproved by a’l log : cians: 

<: Homo eft animal bipes, implume, ert& . vultu.” 
t S.e Gul iver in his account of the Hcuyhnhmns, in vol. 5. 
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Till at length in exafteft proportion he role, 1 ^ 
From the crown ol* his head to the arch of his nofe. 
And if Lady Betty had drawn him with wig and all, 
’Pis certain the copy had outdone the original. 
Well, that’s but my outiide, fays Dan, with a 
vapour. 

Say you lb ? lays my Lady ; I’ve lin’d it with paper. 

P-D- fculpfit. 


ANOTHE R. 


^^Larifia draws her fciffars from the cafe, 

^ To draw the lines of: poor Dan Jacklon’s face. 
One Hoping cut made forehead, nofe, and chin, 

A nick produce’d a mouth and made him grin, 
Such as in tailor’s meafure you have feen. 5 
But ftill were wanting his grimalkin eyes, 

For which gray woriled Hocking paint fupplics. 

Lh unravel d thread through needle’s eye convey'd, 
1 ransferr’d itfelf into his palteboard-head. 

How came the fcillars to be thus outdone? 10 
The needle had an eye, and they had none. 

O wondrous force of art; now look at Dan— 
You’d lwear the pafteboard was the better man. 

The dev’l, Fays he, the head is not fo full- 

Indeed it is, behold the paper-fcull. 

Tho. S-d fcalp . 



ANOTHE R. 

T^\ AN's evil genius in a trice 
^ Had ftripp’d him of his coin at dice : 
Vol.VIII. Nn 


Chloe 












282 POSTHUMOUS PIECES IN VERSE. 


Chloe obferving this difgrace, 

On Pam cut out his rueful face. 

By G—, lays Dan, ’tis very hard. 

Cut out at dice, cut out at card ! 

G. R 


D fculp . 


On the foregoing PICTURE* 


TXiTHilfl: you three merry poets traffic 
v v To give us a dcfcription graphic 
Of Dan’s large nofe in modern Sapphic, 


1 fpend my time in making fermons, 

Or writing libels on the Germans, 

Or murmuring at the Whigs preferments. 


5 


But when I would find rhyme for Rochfort 
And loo£ in Engliffi, French, and Scotch for’t, 
At laft I’m fairly force’d to botch for’t. 

Bid Lady Betty recoiled! her 

And tell, who it was could direct her 

To draw the face of fuch a fpedtre. 

I mult confefs, that as to me, Sirs, 

Though 1 ne’er faw her hold the fciflars, 

I now could fafely fwear, it is her’s. 

T j s true, no nofe could come in better; 

Tis a vait fubjedt ftuff’d with matter, 

Which all may handle, none can flatter. 

Take courage, Dan, this plainly fhows, 

I hat not the wifelt mortal knows, 

What fortune may befal his nofe. 


Shew 
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Shew me the brighteft Irifli toad, 

Who from her lover e’er could boaft 
Above a lbng or two at moll : 


For thee three poets now are drudging all, 25 
To praife the cheeks, chin, nofe, the bridge and all, 
Both of the picture and original. 

Thy nofe’s length and fame extend 

So far, dear Dan, that ev’ry friend 

Tries who lhall have it by the end. 30 

And future poets, as they rife, 

Shall read with envy and furprife. 

Thy nole outfliining Cxlia’s eyes. Swift. 


VyVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVV'y WW'/V 
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Dan Jackson’s anlwer. 

My verfe little better you ll find than my face is* 
A word to the wife, ut pidhira poelis. 

T Hree merry lads with envy flung, 

Becaufe Dan’s face is better hung, 

Combin’d in verfe to rhyme it down, 

And in its place fet up their own ; 

As if they’d run it down much better 5 

By number of their feet in metre, 

Or that its red did caufe their fpitc, 

Which made them draw in black and white. 

Be that as ’twill, this is mod true, 

They were infpir’d by what they drew, 10 

Let then fuch critics know, my face 
Gives them their comelinefs and grace : 

Whilft ev’ry line of face does bring 
A line of grace to what they ling, 

Na 2 * 


But 
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But yet methinks, though with difgrace 
Botli to the picture and the face, 

I fhould name the men who do rehearfe 
The Rory of the picture-farce ; 

The ’fquire in French as hard as (tone. 

Or ftrong as rock, that’s all as one, 

On face on cards is very brilk. Sirs, 

Becaufe on them you play at whiik, Sirs. 

But much I wonder, why my crany 
Should envy’d be by De-el-any; 

And yet much more, that half-name-fake. 
Should join a party in the freak. 

For lure I am it was not fafe 
Thus to abufe his better half, 

As I fliall prove you, Dan, to be 
Divifim and conjunctively. 

For if Dan love not Sherry, can 
Sherry be any thing to Dan ? 

This is the cafe, whene’er you fee 
Dan makes nothing of Sherry ; 

Or fhould Dan be by Sherry o’erta’en. 

Then Dan would be poor Sheridane : 

Tis hard then he fhould be decry’d 
By Dan with Sherry by his lide. 

But if the cafe muftbe fo hard, 

1 hat faces 1 utter by a card, 

Let critics cenfure, what care I ? 

Backbiters only we defy. 

Faces are free from injury. 


15 
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ANSWER to Dan Jackson^ by Mr. 
George Rochfort. 

Y 0 ?, fay vour face’s better hung 

Than ours—by what ? by nofe or tongue. 

In not explaining you were wrong 


to ns, Sir. 

Becaufe 





You the famVI idol will become 
As gardens grace’d in ancient Rome, 
By matrons wor/hippVl in the gloom 

O happy Dan ! thrice happy fure ! 
Thy fame for ever fhall endure. 
Who after death can love fecure 


of night. 


at fight. 


So far I thought it was my duty 
Yo dwell upon rhy boafted beauty; 
In owl’ll proceed a word or two t’v 




10 
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Becaufe wc thus muR Rate the cafe, - 

That you have goc a hanging face, 

TJi’ untimely end’s a damn’d difgracc 

of noofc, Sir. 

But yet be not caR down, I fee 
A weaver will your hangman be: 

Y oil’ll only hang in tapeRiy 

with many. 

And then the ladies, I fuppofc. 

Will praife your longitude of nofc. 

For latent charms within your cloaths, 

dear Danny. 

I hus will the fair of evYy age 
From all parts make their pilgrimage, 
orfhip thy nofe with pious rage 

of love, Sir. 

AH their religion will be fpent 
About thy woven monument, 

And not one orifon he font 

to Jove, Sir. 
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To that part where you carry on 
This paradox, That rock and hone. 

In your opinion all are one. 

How can, Sir, 40 

A man of reasoning fo profound, 

So ftupidly be run aground, 

As things fo different to confound 

t’ our fenfes ? 
• 

Except you judg’d ’em by the knock 45 

Of near an equal hardy block : 

Such on experimental Broke 

convinces. 

Then might you be by dint of reafon, 

A proper judge on this occafion: 50 

’Gainfi feeling there’s no deputation, 

is granted. 


Therefore to thy fuperior wit, 

Who made the trial, we fubmit : 

Thy head to prove the truth of it 55 

we wanted. 


In one aflertion you’re to blame, 

Where Dan and Sherry’s made the fame, 
Endeavouring to have your name 

refin’d, Sir. 60 

You’ll fee moft grofsly you miftook. 

If you confult your fpelling-book, 

(The better half you lay you took), 

you’ll find, Sir. 

S, H, E, jhe -and R, I, 77, 65 

Both put together make Sherry, 

D, A, N, Dan -makes up the three 

fyllables. 

Dan 
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Dan is but one, and Sherri two, 

Then, Sir, your choice will never do 
-Therefore l ve turn d, my friend, on you 

the tables. 




ANSWER by Dr. Dll any. 


A Sfift me, my mufe, whilft1 labour to lim him 
Credite Pijones ifti tabula perjitnihm , 

You look and you write with To indiff’rent a grace. 
That I envy your verfe, though I didn’t your face.’ 
And to him that thinks rightly, there’s reafon e- 
nough. ' . 

Caufe one is as ftnooth as the other is rough. 

But much I’m amaz’d, you fhould think myi 
defign 

Was to rhyme down your nofe, or your Plarle- 
quin grin. 

Which you yourfelf wonder the deel fhould ma- 
lign. J 

And if ’tis To ftrange, that your monfterfhip’s 
cranny j Q 

Should be envy’d by him, much lefs by Delany. 

T. I10 I own to you, when I confider it ftriaer, 

I envy the painter, although not the piaure. ’ 

And juftly file’s envy’d, fince a fiend of hell 
Was never drawn right but by her and Raphell. 15 

Next, as to the charge which you tell us is true. 
That we were infpir d by the fubjea we drew : 
Infpir’d we were, and well, Sir, you knew it. 

Yet not bv your nole, but the fair one that drewit ; 

Had 
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Had your nofe been the mufe, we had ne’er been 
infpir’d, 20 

Though perhaps it might judly’ve been faid we were 

fir'd, 

As to the division of words in your (laves, 

Like my countrymans horn-comb, into three halves*. 
I meddle not with’t, but prefume to make merry. 
You call Dan one half, and t’other half Sherry 25 
Now, if Dari’s a half, as you call’t o’er and o’er, 
Then I can’t be deny’d that Sherry’s two more. 

For pray give me leave to fay, Sir, for all you, 

That Sherry’s at lead of double the value. 

But perhaps, Sir, you did it to fill up the verfe, 30} 
So crouds in a concert (like aftors in farce) C 
Play two parts in one, when drapers are fcarce. J 
But be that as ’twill, you’ll know more anon, Six', 
When Sheridan fends to merry Dan anfwer. 



ANSWER by Dr. Sheridan. 


nPHree merry lads you own we are; 

X Tis very true, and free from care. 

But invious we cannot bear, 

believe, Sir. 


For were all forms of beauty thine. 5 

Were you like Nereus, foft and fine, 

We (hould not in the lead repine, 

or grieve, Sir. 

Then know from us, mod beauteous Dan, 

That roughnefs bed becomes a man : 10 

lis women (hould be pale and wan, 

and taper. 

And 


2 
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And all vour trifling beaux and fops, 

Who comb their brows and fleek their chops, 

Are but the offspring of toy-ihops, 15 

mere vapour. 

We know your morning-hours you pafs 
To cull end gather out a face ; 

Is this the way you take your glafs ? 

Forbear it. 20 

Thofe loads of paint upon your toilet, 

Will never mend your face, but fpoil it, 

It looks as if you did par-boil it, 

Drink claret. 

Your cheeks by fleeking are fo clean, 25 

That they’re like Cynthia in the wain. 

Or bread: of goofe when ’tis pick’d clean, 

or pullet. 

See what by drinking you have done. 

You have made your phiz a lkelcton, 30 

From the long diffance of your crown, 

t’your gullet ! 


-A* a u -x-yr-q-K-yh-?- -A A -n~A~ - A* 1J1- 


Dak Ja c k s o n , s Reply. 

Written by the Dean in the name of Dan 
Jack son. 


YjrrFary'd with faying grace and pray’r, 

* * I haften’d down to country-air. 

To read your anfwer, and prepare 

reply to’t 


But. 


Vol. VIII. 


Oo 
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But your fair lines fo grofslv flatter. 

Pray do they praife me or befpatter ? 

I much fufpedl you mean die latter, 

ah fly-boot ! 

It mull be fo ; what elfe, alas ! 

Can mean my culling of a face, 

And all that'ftuft'of toilet, glas, 

and box-bomb ? 

But be’t as ’twill, this you muft grant, 

1 hat you’re a daub, v/hilfl: I but paint ; 

Then which of us two is the quaint¬ 
er coxcomb ? 


I value not your jokes of noofe, 

Your gibes and all your foul abufe. 

More than the dirt beneath my fhoes, 

nor fear it. 20 


Yet one thing vexes me, I own, 

Thou forry fcarecrow of fkin and bone, 

To be call’d lean by a ikeleton, 

who’d bear it ? 

Tis true indeed, to curry friends, 

You feem to praife to make amends, 

And yet before your ftanza ends, 

you flout me 

Bout latent charms beneath my cloaths ; 

For every one that knows me, knows 
That I have nothing like my nofe 

about me. 

I pafs now where you fleer and laugh, 

Caufe I call Dan my better half! 

Oh, there you think you have me fafe ! 

but hold, Sir, 


Is 
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Is not a penny often found 

To be much greater than a pound ? 

By your good leave, my molt profound, 

and bold Sir, 40 

Dan’s noble mettle. Sherry bale ; 

So Dan's the better though the lefs. 

An ounce of gold’s worth ten of brafs, 

dull pedant. 

As to your fpelling, let me fee, 45 

It SII E makes Jher y and R I makes ry y 
Good fpelling matter, your crany 

has lead on’t. 

Another REPLY by the Dean in Dan 
Jackson’s name. 

I ’Hree days for anfwer I have waited, 
x I thought an ace you’d ne’er have bated, 

And art thou force’d to yield, ill-fated 

poetafter ? 

Henceforth acknowledge that a nofe 5 

Of thy dimenfions fit for profe ; 

But every one that knows Dan, knows 

thy matter. 

Blufh for ill fpelling, for ill lines. 

And fiy with hurry to Ramincs : 10 

1 by fame, thy genius now declines, 

proud boafter. 


O o 2 


I 
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I hear with fome concern you roar, 

And flying think to quit the {core. 

By clapping billets on your door 15 

and pofts, Sir 

Thy ruin, Tom, I never meant, 

I’m griev’d to hear your banifhment. 

But pleas’d to find you do relent 

and cry on. 20 

I maul’d you when you look’d fo bluff. 

But now I’ll fecret keep your fluff; 

For know, proftration is enough 

to th’ lion, 

Sheidan’s Submission. 

Written by the Dean. 

Ccdojam, mifcra? cognofcens pramia rixcs. 

Si rij'ca ejl, ubi tu puljas, ego vapulo tantum. 

Poor Sherry, inglorious 
To Dan the victorious, 

Prefents, as ’tis fitting, 

Petition and greeting. 

TpO you victorious and brave 

^ our now fudu’d and fuppliant flavc 
Moll humbly lues for pardon, 

Who when I fought ftill cut me down, 

And when I, vanquifh’d, fled the town, c 

Purfu’d and laid me hard on. 


Now 
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Now lowly crouch’d, I cry, Peccavi, 

And proftrate, iupplicate pour ma vic> 

Y our mercy 1 rely on. 

For yon, my conq’ror and my King, 10 

In pard’ning, as in punifhing, 

Will Ihew yourfelfa lion. 

Alas, Sir, I had no defign. 

But was unwarily drawn in ; 

For fpite I ne’er had any. 

' Fwas the damn d ’lquire with the hard name; 

The de’il too that ow’d me a ihame. 

The devil and Delany ; 


They tempted me t’ attack your Highnefs, 
And then with wonted willand Binds, 
They left me in the lurch. 

Unhappy wretch ! for now I ween, 

I ve nothing left to vent my lplecn 
But ferula and birch; 

And they, alas, yield fmall relief 
Seem rather to renew my grief, 

My wounds bleed ail anew : 

For ev’ry Broke goes to my heart. 

And at each lafli I feel the fmart 
Of lafh laid on by you. 


TOM MULLINIX and DICK. 

r T^OM and Dick had equal fame, 

A And both had equal knowledge ; 

Tom could write and fpell his name. 

But Dick had feen the college. 


Dick 
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Dick a coxcomb, Tom was mad, 5 

And both alike diverting ; 

Tom was held the merrier lad, 

Bat Dick the belt at farting. 

Dick would cock his nofe in fcorn, 

But Tom was kind and loving; 10 

Tom a foot-boy bred and born, 

But Dick was from an oven. 

Dick could neatly dance a jig, 

But Tom was belf at boi ees ; 

Tom would pray for ev’ry Whig, 1 

And Dick curfe all the Tories. 

Dick would make a woful noife. 

And fcold at an ele&ion; 

Tom huzza’d the blackguard boys, 

And held them in fubjedlion. 20 

Tom could move with lordly grace, 

Dick nimblylkipt the gutter; 

Tom could talk with folemn face. 

But Dick could better fputter, 

Dick was come to high renown 25 

Since he commence’d phyfician ; 

Tom was held by all the town 
The deeper politician. 

Tom had the genteeler fwing, 

His hat could nicely put on ; 30 

Dick knew better how to fwinff 

. O 

Hjs can upon a button. 

Dick for repartee was fit, 

And Tom for deep difcerning; 

Dick was thought the brighter wit, ^5 

But Tom had better learning. 

Dick 


»n 
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Dick with zealous no's and ay's 
Could roar as loud as Stentor, 

In rhe houfe ’tis all he fays ; 

But Tom is eloquenter. 40 


& A-a a- a-a A-^--9-^ -9- AA-A--A .aa-4-a^^--^ 
DICK, A Mag cot. 


A S when from rooting in a bin. 

All powder'd o’er from tail to chin, 
A lively maggot fallies out, 

You know him by His hazel fnout : 

So when the grandfon of his grandfire 
Forth ilTucs wriggling, Dick Drawcanllr, 
With powder’d rump, and back and ilde, 
You cannot blanch His tawny hide; 

For 'tis beyond the power of meal 
1 he gypfey vifage to conceal : 

For, as he (h ikes his wainfeot chops, 
Down ev'ry mealy atom drops, 

And leaves the tartar phiz, in (how 
Like a frefh t-d juil dropt on fnow. 


10 


Clad all in Brown. 

Imitated from Cow lev. 

To DICK. 

pOuleft brute that (links below. 

Why in this brown doft thou appear! 


For 
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For, wouldft thou make a fouler fhow, 

Thou mu ft go naked all the year. 

Frefli from the mud a wallowing fow, 5 

Would then be not fo brown as thou. 

’Tis not the coat that looks fo dun ; 

His hide emits a foulnefs out ; 

Nor one jot better looks the fun 

Seen from behind a dirty cloud: 10 

So t-ds within, a glafs inclofc, 

The glafs will feem as brown as thofe. 

Thou now one heap of foulnefs art. 

All outward and within is foul ; 

Condenfed filth in ev’ry part, 15 

Thy body’s clothed like thy foul; 

Thy foul, which thro’ thy hide of buff, 

Scarce glimmers like a dying fnuff. 

Old carted bawds fuch garments wear. 

When pelted all with dirt they ihine ; 20 

Such their exalted bodies are. 

As ihrivel’d and as black as thine. 

If thou wert in a cart, I fear 

Thou wouldft be pelted worfe than they’re. 

Yet when we hear thee thus array’d, 25 

The neighbours think it is but juft, 

That thou lliouldft take an honeft trade, 

And weekly carry out the duft. 

Of cleanly houfes who will doubt, 

When Dick cries, “ Dull to carry out ?” 30 


D I C K’s Variety. 

■p\ULL uniformity in fools 

I hate, who gape and fneer by rules, 
1 


You 
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You, Mullinix, and flobb’ring C-, 

Who ev’ry hour and day the lame are ; 

That vulgar talent I defpife 5 

Of pilling in the rabble’s eyes. 

And when I liften to the noile 
Of idiots roaring to the boys ; 

To better judgements ftill iubmitting, 

I own I fee but little wit in : 10 

Such paftimes, when our tafte is nice. 

Can plcafe at molt but once or twice. 

But then conlider, Dick, you’ll find 
His genius of fuperior kind ; 

He never muddles in the dirt, 

- Nor fcours the ftreets without a fhirt 5 
' Though Dick, I dare prefume to fay. 

Could do fuch feats as well as they. 

Dick I could venture ev’ry where. 

Let the boys pelt him if they dare ; 20 

He’d have ’em tried at the allizes 
For priefts and Jefuits in difguifes : 

Swear they were with the Swedes at Bender, 

And lifting troops for the pretender. 

But Dick can fart, and dance, and frifk 2 
No other monkey half fo brifk ; 

Now has the Speaker by the ears, 

Next moment in the houfe of peers ; 

Now fcolding at my Lady Euftace, 

Or thrafhing Babbv in her new ftays. 30 

Prejlo begone : with t’other hop 
He’s powd’ring in a barber’s fhop; 

Now at the antechamber thrufting 
His nofc, to get the circle juft in, 

And damns his blood, that in the rear 3J 

He fees one lingle Tory there : 

Then woe be to my Lord Lieutenant, 

Again he’ll tell him, and again on’t. 


Vol. VIII. 


p P 


Part 
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Part of the Ninth Ode of the Fourth Book of 
Horace, addreffed to Dr. William 
King, late Lord Archbifhop of Dublin. 

Patilum feptilt #, &c. 

V irtue conceal’d within our b re aft. 

Is inaftivity at beft: 

But never ihall the mufe endure 
To let your virtues lie obfcure. 

Or fuffer envy to conceal J 

Your labours for the public weal. 

Within your breaft all wifdom lies. 

Either to govern or advife ; 

Your fteddy foul preferves her frame 

In good and evil times the fame. io 

Pale Avarice, and lurking Fraud 

Stand in your facred prefence aw’d ; 

Y our hand alone from gold abftains, 

Which drags the flavilli world in chains. 

Him for a happy man I own, i J 

Whofe fortune is not overgrown; 

And happy he who wifely knows 
To ufe the gifts that heav’n bellows ; 

Or, if it pleafe the pow'rs divine, 

Can fuffer want, and not repine. 23 

The man who, infamy to ftiun, 

Into the arms of death would run, 

That man is ready to defend 
With life his country, or his friend. 


Verses 
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Verses made for women who cry apples, Jcc. 
APPLES. 

C Ome buy my fine wares. 

Plumbs, apples, and pears, 

A hundred a penny, T 

In confidence too many : > 

Come, will you have any ? 5 J 

My children are feven, 

I wifli them in heaven, 

My hufband’s a lot, 

With his pipe and his pot. 

Not a farthing will gain ’em, I*> 

And I muft maintain 'pm. 


ASPARAGUS. 

Ipe ’fparagrafs, 

Fit for lad or lafs, 

To make their water pals : 

O, ’tis pretty picking 
With a tender chicken. 


ONIONS. 

C Ome, follow me by the fimell, 
Here’s delicate onions to fell, 
I promife to ufie you well, 

They make the blood wanner ; 
You’ll feed like a farmer ; 

For this is evYy cook’s opinion : 
No fav’ry dilh without an onion: 

P p 2 


5 

But 
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But left your killing fliould be fpoil’d, 

Your onions niuft be th’roughly boil’d ; 

Or elfe you may fpare 10 

Your miftrefs a fliare, 

The fecret will never be known ; 

She cannot difcover 
The breath of her lover, 

But think it as fweet as her own. j5 


OYSTERS. 

O Harming oyfters I cry, 

^ My mafters come buy, 

So plump and fo frefli, 

So fweet is the flefh. 

No Colchefter oyfter 
Is fweeter and moifter ; 

Your ftomach they fettle, 

And roufe up your mettle ; 
They’ll make you a dad 
Of a lafs or a lad ; 

And Madam your wife 
They’ll pleafe to the life ; 

Be Ihe barren, be flic old. 

Be flic flut, or be flic fcold, 

* Eat my oyfters, and lie near her. 
She’ll be fruitful, never fear her. 


HERRINGS, 

T>E not fparing, 

^ Leave off fwearing. 

Buy my herring 
Frefli from Malahide *, 

Better ne’er was try’d. 


5 


13 


s 


* Malahide, about five miles from Dublin. tanv.us for herrings. 

1 Comei 
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Come eat ’em with pure frefn butter and muRard, 
Their bellies ars foft, and as white as a cuRard. 
Come, fixpence a dozen to get me Tome bread, 

Or, like my own herrings, I foon lliall be dead. 


ORANGES. 


COme buy my fine oranges, fauce for your veal, 
^ And charming when Jqueez’d in a pot of brown 
ale, 


Well roafted with fugar and wine in a cup, 

They’ll make a fwcet bilhop when gentlefolks fup. 


To LOVE. 

T V all I wifh how happy fliould I be, 

Thou grand dcludcr, were it not for thee? 

So weak thou art, that fools thy pow’r delpilc, 
And yet fo ftrong, tliou triumph’ll o’er the wife, 
Thy traps are laid with fuch peculiar art, 5 

They catch the cautious; let the rafii depart. 

Moll nets are fill’d by want of thought and care, 
But too much thinking brings us to thy fnare. 
Where held by thee, in fiavery we {lay. 

And throw the pleafing part of life away. 10 
But what does moft my indignation move, 
Difcretion thou wert ne’er a friend to Love ! 

Thy chief delight is to defeat thole arts. 

By which he kindles mutual flames in hearts; 
While the blind loit’ring god is at his play, 1 j 
Thou Real’ll his golden pointed darts away ; 

Thole darts which never fail; and in their Read 
Convey’ll malignant arrows tipt with had : 

The heedlefs god fufpefling no deceits, 

Shoots on, and thinks he has done wondrous feats; 

But 
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But the poor nymph, who feels her vitals burn, 21 
And from her iliepherd can find no return, 
Laments and rages at the power divine, 

When, curs'd Difcretion ! all the fault was thine. 
Cupid and Hymen thou haft fet at odds, 25 

And bred fuch feuds betwixt thofe kindred gods, 
That Venus cannot reconcile her fons ; 

When one appears, away the other runs. 

The former feales, wherein he us’d to poife 
Love againft love, and equal joys with joys, 30 

Are now fill’d up with avarice and pride, 

Where titles, power, and riches ftill fubiide. 

Then, gentle Venus, to thy father run, 

And tell him how thy children are undone; 
Prepare his bolts to give one fatal blow, 35 

And firike Difcretion to the lhades below. 



The following lines were wrote upon a very 
old alafs of Sir Arthur Acheson’s. 

c 

F Rail glafs, thou mortal art, as well as I, 

Though none can tell, which of us firft fhall die. 

mmmmmmmmmmm .: 

x\nfwered extempore by Dr. Swift. 

W E both are mortal; but thou frailer creature 
May ft die, like me, by chance, but not by 
nature. 


Verses 
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Verses cut by two of the Dean’s friends *, 


upon a pane of glai's in one of his parlours. 


Bard, on whom Phoebus his fpirit bellow’d, 



Refolving t’acknowledge the bounty he ow’d. 
Found out a new method at once of confefiing. 
And making the moft of fo mighty a blefiing. 

To the god he’d be grateful, but mortals he’d chufe 
By making his patron pretide in his houfe ; 6 

And wifely forefaw this advantage from thence, 
That the god would in honour bear moft of th’ cx- 
pence: 

So the bard he finds drink, and leaves Phoebus to 
treat 

With the thoughts he infpires, regardlefs of meat. 
Hence they that come hither expecting to dine, 

Are always fobb’d off with fheer white and lheer 


wine. 



A R.E the guefts of this houfe ftill doom’d to be 
cheated ? 

Sure the fates have decreed they by halves fhould 
be treated. 

In the day of good John f, if you came here to dine. 
You had choice of good meat, no choice of good 


wine. 


• Thtrfe were written by Dr. Dclany in conjunction with Stella, 
and produced the verfes, intitled, Apollo to the Dean. 

■f Dr. John Stearn, 1. te Lord Bilhop ot Clogher, who had been the 
preJecellbr of Dr. Swift in the deanery of St. Patrick’s, and was al¬ 
ways ditlinguithed for his great hofpitality, 


In 
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In Jonathan’s reign, if you come here to eat, 

You have choice of good wine, no choice of good 
meat. 

Oh Jove, then how fully might all hdes be bleft, 
Wouldft thou but agree to this humble requeft: 

Put both deans in one, or if that’s too much trou¬ 
ble, 

Inftead of the deans, make the dean’ry double, io 




An Epitaph by Dr. Swift to the memory 
of Frederick Duke of Sciiomberg, 
who was unhappily killed in crofting the ri¬ 
ver Boyne on the 1 ft of July i 690, and was 
buried in St . Patrick’s cathedral, where the 
Dean and chapter erected a fmall monument 
to his honour at their own expence. 

Hie infra fitum eft corpus 
FREDERIC! DUC1S DE SCHOMBERG,. 
ad Budindam occifi, A. I). 1690. 
Decanus et capitulum maximoperc 
etiam atque etiam petierunt, 

Ut heredes Du cis monumentum 
In memoriam parentis erigendum curarent: 
bed poftquain per epiftolas, per amicos, 
diu ac ilepe oranclo nil profecere ; 

Hunc demum lapidem ipfi ftatuerunt, 

* Saltern ut feias, hofpes, 

* The words that Dr. Swift firft concluded the epitaph with, were, 
“ Saltern lit feiat viator indbnabur.dus, quali in ceilulatani dudloris 
“ cineresdclitefcunt.” For the author was always heard to fpeak with 
great reverence or the memory of that brave Duke, as well as his glo¬ 
rious trailer K. William ; and indeed of all others who have lbu c gled 
f'r the liberties of thefe kingdoms, arainft the repeated attempts of 
arbitrary power. Dub. edit. 


1 


Ubinara 
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TJbinam terrarum Sconbergenses cinercs d elite- 


fcunt. 

Plus potuit fama virtutis apud alienos, 
£>f(am Janguinis prcxiviitas apud fuos . 

A. D. 1731. 



A Ballad on the Game of Traffic 

Written at the caftle of Dublin, in the time of the 
Earl of Berkeley’s government. 

TY/TY Lord f, to find out who mud deal, 

• A Delivers cards about, 

But the fir ft knave does fcldom fail 
To find the Doftor out. 

• By c fling our eyes over this ballad, we may obferve in what 
manner the Earl and Countefs of Berkeley, and th;ir little group at 
the caftle of Dublin, Ipent their evenings in private, when they-wdfe 
totally diLngaged from the noife, the buftle, and the plague of bu(i- 
nefs and ceremony. The feveral characters which m ike Up this lir- 
tle group, are the Earl and Countefs of Berkeley, Mrs. Biddy Floyd, 
Mrs, Herries, Mrs. Wtfton, and Dr. Swift. This ballad aj pears to 
have been designed as a piece of raillery unon the whole fet, and writ¬ 
ten purely from their domeftic entertainment. This poem fo far as 
it runs, is full of mirth and humour j the fccond itanza in particular 
is wonderfully ftrikmg. 

“ But then his honour cry'd," &c. 

The ftirpnfe of my Lord Berkeley, and the bringing Jack How to re¬ 
membrance updn the fight of a knave, for no other reafon than be- 
caufe he was a famous anti-courtier rn thofe times, perpetually oppo¬ 
sing and thwarting the meafures of K. William in the houfeof com- 
'mons, is a whimfiaal peace of drollery in the poetic (train, efpecially 
when addrefled to a court lord in one of the higheft employments. 
We arc at a lofs to know whether anv more characters were defigned 
to have been introduced into this ballad ; but we may reafonably fup- 
pofe thc.e were, fcecaufe in reality it feemeth to have been broken oft" 
in the very midft of its career. However, indeed the politcnefs of 
D r . Swift would not fuffer him to enlarge or correCt it, after my Lady 
Betty Berkeley had in a manner given it the finifhing ftroke $ on oc- 
cafion of which he w rit the Ballad to the tune of the cutpurfe, which 
hath abundance of l fe, humour, pleafantry, and politciuCs. Swift, 
f The Earl of Berkeley, 




But 
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But then his Plonour cry’d, Godzooks ! 5 

And feem’d to knit his brow ; 

For on a knave he never looks 
But li’thinks upon Jack How. 

My Lady, though fhe is no player. 

Some bungling partner takes, 10 

And wedg’d in corner of a chair 
Takes fhuff, and holds the flakes. 

Dame Floyd * looks out in grave fufpenfe 
For pair-royals and fequents ; 

But wifely cautious of her pence 
The caftle feldom frequents. 

Quoth Herries, fairly putting cafes, 

I’d won it on my word, 

If I had but a pair of aces. 

And could pick up a third. 

But Weflon has a new-cafl gown 
On Sundays to be fine in, 

And, if flie can but win a crown, 

’Twill juft new dye the lining. 

<c With tliefe is Parfon Swift, 

“ Not knowing how to fpend his time, 

“ Does make a wretched fhift, 

<c To deafen them with puns and rhyme f. ,> 


*5 


20 


* Biddy Floyd. See letter to Colonel Hunter, 
j Lany Betty Berkeley, finding this ballad in the author’s room 
wnfinifhsci, underwiit the laft fhnza, and left the paper where fhc 
had ftur.d it. 


Verses 
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Vv’V\A / Wy\A/\/v/VVvV , \AA a A /x / ic*’ 

?*\s V \x' \/\x \ '\x' \ AA/V \ A x NX'S/ \x J V V--* -v^V-'-N 


Verses faid to be written on the Union. 

r T , HE Queen J has lately loll: a part 
Of her entirely-Englifli heart, 

For want of which, by way of botch, 

She piece’d it up again with Scotch. 

Blefs’d revolution, which creates 5 

Divided hearts, united hates ! 

See how the double nation lies ; 

Like a rich coat with ikirts of frize : 

As if a man in making poftes 

Should bundle thirties up widi rofes. 10 

Who ever yet a union faw 
Of kingdoms without faith or law ? 

Henceforward let no ftatelinen dare 
A kingdom to a lliip compare ; 

Left he fhould (rail our commonweal 15 

A vefiel with a double keel; 

Which, juft like ours, new rigg’d and mann’d, 
And got about a league from land. 

By change of wind to leeward fide, 

The pilot knew not how to guide. • 20 

So tolling faction will o’erwhelm 
Our crazy double-bottom\l realm. 

J Anne. 


Qji 2 


* WI L I. 
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X X3* X&X&X ^XXKXXXXKXX * ><.«; 


* Will Wood’s petition to the people of Ire¬ 
land, being an excellent new Song. 

Suppofed to be made and fung in the ftreet of Dub¬ 
lin, by William Wood, ironmonger and half¬ 
penny-monger, 1725. 

TVTY dear Irifli folks, 
x 1 Come leave off your jokes. 

And buy up my halfpence fo fine : 

So fair and lo bright, 

They’ll give yon delight, r 

Obferve how they glifter and Ihine. 

• •' *\.\n ;-*£:■ .. '](> 

They’ll fell, to my grief, 

As cheap as neck-beef, 

For counters at cards to your wife ; 

And every day IO 

Your children may play 
Span-farthing, or tols on the knife. 

Come hither and try ; 

I’ll teach you to buv 

A pot of good ale for a farthing : j - 

Come; threepence a fcore, 

I alk you no more, 

And a fig for the Drapier and Harding *. 

When tradefmen have gold, 

The thief will be bold, 2 o 

By day and by night for to rob him : 

My copper is fuch, 

No robber will touch, 

And fo you may daintily bob him. 


* Tl:c Dr spier’s printer. 


The 
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The little blackguard, 25 

Who gets very hard 
His halfpence for cleaning your fhoes ; 

When his pockets are cramm’d 

With mine, and be d-d, 

He may fwear lie hath nothing to lofc, 30 

Here’s halfpence in plenty. 

For one yoiril have twenty, 

Though thoufands arc not worth a pudden. 

Your neighbours will think, 

When your pocket cries chink, 33 

You are grown plaguy rich on a fudden. 


You will be my tliankcrs. 

I’!l make you my bankers. 

As good as Ben Burton or Fadef: 
For nothing fhall pafs 
But my pretty brafs. 

And then you’ll be all of a trade. 


I’m a fbn of a whore, 

If I have a word more 
To fay in this wretched condition. 
If my coin will not pafs, 

I muft die like an afs ; 

And fo I conclude my petition. 




An Epigram on Wood’s Brass Money. 

/^< Art Yet was welcom’d to the fhore, 

^ Fir ft with the brazen canons roar; 

To meet him next the foldier comes, 

With brazen trumps and brazen drums ; 


f Two famous bankers. 


Approach- 
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Approaching near the town, lie hears 5 

The brazen bell falute his ears: 

But when Wood's brafs began to found, 

Guns, trumpets* drums, and beHs were drown’d. 


A N O T II E R. 

On the D -e of C-s. 

-s B-s was the Dean’s familiar friend : 

James grows a Duke; their fricndfliip here muft 
end. 

Surely the Dean deferves a fore rebuke, 

From knowing James, to fay he knows a Duke. 


An Epigram on Scolding, 


Pteat folks are of a finer mold ! 

Lord ! how politely they can fcold ! 
While a courfe Englifli tongue will itch 
For whore and rogue, and dog and bitch. 


CATULLUS de LESBIA. 


T Ejbia mi (licit femper male ; ncc tacit unquam 
De me, Lejbia me , difpeream nifi amat. 

Quo fgno ? quia funt lot idem ms a : deprecor illam 
sljjidue; verum , difpeream, nifi amo , 


IN 
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3 11 


IN ENGLISH. 


T Efbia for ever on me rails, 

To talk of me fhe never fails. 

Now hang me, but for all her art, 

I find that I have gain’d her heart. 

My proof is this ; I plainly fee, £ 

The cafe is juft the fame with me ; 

I curfe her ev’ry hour fincereiy. 

Yet, hang me, but I love her dearly. 




Mr. Jason Hassard, a woolen-drapier in 
Dublin, put up the fign of the golden 
fleece, and deflred a motto in verie. 


J x\fon, the valiant prince of Greece, 

From Colchos brought the golden fleece ; 
We comb the wool, refine the fluff; 

For modern Jafons that’s enough. 

Oh! could we tame yon watchful dragon *, 
Old Jafon would have lefs to brag on. 


XXXXXXXXXXXX#XXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


The Author’s manner of living. 

? 

/^VN rainy days alone I dine 

Upon a chick, and pint of wine. 

On rainy days I dine alone, 

And pick my chicken to the bone : 


* England, 


Cut 
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But this my fervant much enrages. 5 

No feraps remain to fave board-wages. 

In weather fine I nothing fpend, 

But often fpunge upon a friend : 

Yet when he's not fo. rich as I; 

I pay my club, audio good b’y’-. 10 


3L£ 


JZJgJZ. 


- us -w ■»! cmrw 


To a Ladv, vvho clefired the author to write 
fome verfes upon her in the heroic ftyle. 

Written at London in the year 1726. 

A Eter venting all my fpite. 

Tell me, what have I to write ? 

Ev’ry error I would find 
Through the mazes of your mind. 

Have my billy mufe employ'd, 5 

Till the company is cloy’d. 

Are you politive and fretful, 

Heedlefs, ignorant, forgetful ? 

Thefe, and twenty follies more, 

I have often told before. ta 

Plearken what my lady fays ; 

Have I nothing then to praife ? 

Ill it fits you to be witty, 

Where a fault lliould move your pity. 

If you think me too conceited, 15 

Or to pahion quickly heated; 

If my vvand’ring head be lefs 
fcet on reading than on drefs: 

If I always feem fo dull t’ye, 

I can folve the dilli — cuhv. 


2 


2Q 
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You would teach me to be wife; 

Truth and honour how to prize; 

How to fhine in converfation, 

And with credit fill my Ration ; 

Hbw to relifii notions high; 

How to live, and how to die. 

But it was decreed by fate, 

Mr. Dean, you come too late ; 

Well I know you can difcern, 

I am now too old to learn : 

Follies from my youth inftilTd 
Have my foul entirely fill’d : 

In my head and heart they centre ; 

Nor will let your lefTons enter. 

Bred a fondling and an heirefs ; 

Drefs’d like any lady-may’refs; 

Cocker’d by the fervants round. 

Was too good to touch the ground; 

Thought the life of ev’ry lady 
Should be one continual playday ; 

Balls, and mafquerades, and fliows, 

Vifits, plays, and powder’d beaux. 

Thus you have my cafe at large ; 

And may now perform your charge. 

Thofe materials I have furniih’d, 

When by you refin’d and burnifh’d, 

Muft, that all the world may know ’em, 

Be reduce’d into a poem. 

But I beg fufpend a while 
That fame paltry burlefque Ryle; 

Drop for once your conRant rule, 

Turning all to ridicule : 

Teaching others how to ape ye ; 

Court nor parliament can ’fcape ye; 

Treat the public and your friends 
Both alike, while neither mends. 

Vol.VIII. R r j 
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Sing my praife in drain fublime; 

Treat not me with doggrel rhyme. 

’ fis but juft, you ftiould produce 
With each fault each fault’s excufe : 

Not to publiih ev’ry trifle, 

And my few perfections ftifle. 

With fome gifts at leaft endow me. 

Which my very foes allow me. 

Am I fpiteful, proud, unjuft? 

Did I ever break my truft ? 

Which of all your modern dames 
Cenfures lefs, or lefs defames ? 

In good manners, ami faulty ? 

Can you call me rue or haughty? 

Did I e’er my mite with-hold 
From the impotent and old? 

When did ever I omit 
Due regard for men of wit ? 

When have I efteem exprefs’d 
For a coxcomb gaily drefs’d ? 

Do I, like the female tribe, 

Think it wit to fleer and gibe ? 

Who, with lefs-deflgning ends, 

Kindlier entertains their friends ? 

With good words and count’nance fprightly 
Strive to treat diem all politely. 


60 


6 ? 


70 


75 


80 


Think not cards my chief diverfion ; 
’Tis a wrong .unjuft afperflon: 

Never knew 1 any good in ’um, 

But to doze my head like Icdamim : 

We by play, as men by drinking, 

Pafs our nights to drive out thinking. 
From my ailments give me leilure ; 

I fhall read and think with pleafure ; 
Converfation learn to relifli, 

And with books my mind embellifh. 


Now, 
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3 ! 5 

Now, methinks, I hear you cry, 

Mr. Dean you muft reply. 

Madam, I allow ’lis true : 95 

All thefe praifes are your due. 

You, like fome acute philofopher, 

Ev’ry fault have drawn a glofs over ; 

Placing in the ftrongeft light 

All your virtues to my light. 100 

Though you lead a blamelefs life, 

Live an humble, prudent wife ; 

Anfwer all domeftic ends, 

What is this to us your friends ? 

Though your children by a nod £05 

Stand in awe without the rod : 

Though by your obliging fway 
Servants love you, and obey ; 

Though you treat us with a linile, 

Clear your looks, and fmooth your ftile ; no 
Load our plates from ev’ry dilh ; 

This is not the thing we wilh. 

CoPnei-may be your debtor, 

We expe<ft employment better. 

You muft learn, if you would gain us, 115 

With good fenfe to entertain us. 

Scholars, when good fenfe defcribing, 

Call it tafting and imbibing; 

Metaphoric meat and drink 

Is to undcrftand and think : 120 

We may carve for others thus. 

And let others carve for us : 

To difcourfe, and to attend, 

Is, to help youfelf and friend. 

Converfation is but carving : 125 

Carve for all yourfelf is ftarving : 

Give no more to ev’ry guelt: 

Than he’s able to diet ft : 

R r 2 




Give 
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Give him always of the prime. 

And but little at a time. 

Carve to all but juft enough ; 

Let them neither ftarve nor ftufF : 
And that you may have your due. 

Let your neighbours carve for you. 
This comparifon will hold, 

Could it well in rhyme be told, 

How converllng, lift’ning, thinking, 
Juftly may refemble drinking; 

For a friend a glafs you fill, 

What is this but to inftil ? 

To conclude this long efiay : 

Pardon if I difobev; 

Nor againft my nat’ral vein 
Treat you in heroic ftrain. 

I, as all the parifh knows, 

Hardly can be grave in profc : 

Still to lafh, and ladling fmile. 

Ill befits a lofty ftyle. 

From the planet of my birth 
I encounter vice with mirth, 

Wicked minifters of date, 

I can eafier fcorn, than hate : 

And I find it anfwers right; 

Scorn torments them more than fpight 
All the vices of a court 
Do but ferve to make me fport. 

Were I in fome foreign realm, 

Which all vices overwhelm ; 

* '*#*#**#* 
******* * * 
********* 
********* 
******* ** 
********* 
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When my mufe officious ventures 
On the nation’s reprefenters. 160 

'leaching by what golden rules 
Into knaves they turn their fools : 

How the helm is rul’d by Walpole, 

At whofe oars, like flaves, they all pull; 

Let the # veflel fplit on lhelves ; 165 

With the fright enrich themfelves: 

Safe within my little wherry. 

All their madnefs makes me merry: 

Like the watermen of Thames, 

I row by, and call them names. 1 jo 

Like the ever-laughing Page, 

In a jeft I fpend my rage. 

(Though it muft be underftood, 

I would hang them if I cou’d) 

If I can but fill my nirch, 173 

I attempt no higher pitch. 

Leave to D’Anvers and his mate, 

Maxims wife to rule the Rate. 

Pult’ney deep, accomplish'd St. Johns, 

Scourge the villains with a vengeance : 180 

Let me, though the fmell be noifom, 

Strip their bums, let Caleb * horfe ’em, 

Then apply Alcfto’s whip. 

Till they wriggle, howl, and lkip. 

Duce is in you, Mr. Dean : 185 

What can all this pafiion mean ! 

Mention courts, you’ll ne’er be quiet j 
On corruptions running riot. 

End, as it befits your Ration : 

Come to ufe and application : 150 

Nor with fcnates keep a fufs. 

I fubmit and anfwer thus. 

* Caleb D’Anvers, the famoir writer of the paper called the 
C’-jfrjmjii. Thefc panrr are Ai : >pr>frd to he written bv the Loid 
Jklkgbrokf, a;id Mr. Pu tcirv. c.cated t ail of Bah. 

if 
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If the machinations brewing, 

To complete the public ruin, 

Never once could have the pow’r 
To affett me half an hour ; 

(Sooner would I write, in bufkins. 

Mournful elegies on * Blufkins); 

If I laugh at Whig and Tory ; 

I conclude a fortiori , 

All your eloquence will fcarce 
Drive me from my fav’rite farce. 

This I muft infill on. For, as 
It is well obferv’d by f Horace, 

Ridicule has greater pow’r 
To reform the world, than four. 

Horfes thus, let jockies judge elfe. 

Switches better guide than cudgels. 

Ballings heavy, dry, obtufe. 

Only dulnefs can produce; 

While a little gentle jerking 
Sets the fpii its all a working. 

Thus, I find it by experiment, 

Scolding moves you lefs than merriment. 

I may dorm and rage in vain; 215 

It but ftupifies your brain. 

But with raillery to nettle. 

Sets your thoughts upon their mettle : 

Gives imagination fcope; 

Never lets your mind elope ; 22a 

Drives out brangling and contention. 

Brings in reafon and invention. 

For your fake, as well as mine, 

I the lofty ftyle decline. 

I who love to have a fling 225 

Eoth at f-n-e-h—fe and k-; 

* A famous thief, who was hanged lome years fince, 

.f “ Ridiculum acri 
w Fortius et mdius, &c.” 
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That they might fome better way tread. 

To avoid the public hatred; 

Thought no method more commodious, 
Than to fhow their vices odious ; 

Which I chufe to make appear. 

Not by anger, but a fneer : 

As my method of reforming 
Is by laughing, not by (forming; 

(For my friends have always thought 
Tendernefs my greateft fault) ; 

Would you have me change my ftyle ; 

On your faults no longer i’mile, 

But, to patch up all your quarrels, 

Quote you texts from Plutarch’s morals • 

Or from Solomon produce 
Maxims teaching wifdom’s ufe ? 


3 r 9 


230 


235 


240 


If I treat you like a C-d H : — 

You have cheap enough compounded. 
Can you put in higher claims 

Than the owners of St. J-s ? 

You are not fo great a grievance, 

As the hirelings of St. Stephen’s, 

You are of a lower clafs 
Than my friend Sir Piobert Brafs. 
None of thefe have mercy found ; 

I have laugh’d, and lafh’dthem round. 


245 


250 


Plave you feen a rocket fly ? 

You could fwear it pierce 7 d the Iky : 
It but reach’d the middle air, 
Burfting into pieces there : 
Thoufand fpaikles falling down, 
Light on many a coxcomb’s crown : 
See what mirth the fport creates ; 
Singes hair, but breaks no pates. 
Thus fhould I attempt to climb, 
Treat you in a ftyle fublime. 


255 


260 
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Such a rochet is my mufe ; 

Should I loftv numbers chufe. 

Ere I reach’d Parnaffus’ top, 205 

I Ihould buril. and burfting drop. 

All my lire would fail in fcraps ; 

Give your head fome gentle raps ; 

Only make it fmart a while; 

Then could I forbear to fmilc, 270 

When I found the tingling pain, 

Ent’ring warm your frigid brain : 

Make you able upon light, 

To decide of wrong and right; 

Talk with lenfe whate’er you pleafe on : 275 

Learn to relilli Truth and Reafon ? 

Thus we Ihould gain our prize ; 

I to laugh, and you grow wife. 



The DISCOVERY* 


* When the Earl of Berkeley went over to Ireland as one of the 
Lords Juftices, the author, in compliance with his invitation, went 
over with him as chaplain and private fecretary. But Bu(h, another 
of the Karl's attendants, having infmuated, that the place of fecretary 
was not proper for a clergyman, found means, foon after they arrived 
at Dublin, to obtain it for himfelf.—Swift, fired with indignation at 
this injurious treatment, writ this fatirical copy of vcifts. Siutft. 


7 HEN wife Lord Berkley firlt came here, 

* * Statefmen and mob exposed wonders ; 
Nor thought to find fo great a peer 
Ere a week pafi: committing blunders. 

Till on a day cut out by fate, 

When folks come thick to make their court. 
Out flipt a myftery of Hate. 
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To 
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To give the town and country fport. 

Now enters Bufh f with new ftate-airs, 

His Lordlhip’s premier minifter; 

And who in all profound affairs 
Is held as needful as his clylter f, 

With head reclining on his Ihoulder, 

He deals and hears myfterious chat. 

While every ignorant heholder 

Aiks of his neighbour, Who is that ? 

With this he put up to my Lord, 

The courtiers kept their diftance due. 

He twitch’d his fleeve, and ffole a word ; 

Then to a corner both withdrew. 

Imagine now my Lord and Bufh 

Whiip’ring in junto moft profound, 

Like good King Phyz, and good King Ufh *, 
While all the reft ftood gaping round. 

At length a fpark not too well bred, 

Of forward face and ear acute, 

Advance’d on tiptoe, lean’d his head. 

To overhear the grand difpute ; 

To learn what northern kings delign, 

Or from Whitehall fome new exprels, 
Papifts difarm’d, or fall of coin ; 

For fure (thought he) it cant’t be lefs. 

My Lord, faid Bufh, a friend and I 
Difguis’d in two old thread-bare coats, 

Ere morning’s dawn ftole out to fpy 
How markets went for hay and oats : 

With that he draws two handfuls out, 

The one was oats, the other hay ; 

Puts this to’s Excellency’s fnout. 

And begs he would the other weigh. 

My Lord feems pleas’d, but itill directs 

f My Lord's wife fecretary. 

X Always taken before my Lord went to council. 

• Vide the rehcarfal. 
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By all means to bring down the rates : 

Then, with a congee circumflex, 

Buih, fmiling round on all, retreats. 

Our lift’ner hood a while confus’d, 45 

But gath’ring fpirits wifely ran for’t, 

E11 rage’d to fee the world abus’d 

By two fuch whifp’ring kings of Brentford. 

The PROBLEM. 

That my Lord B-ley ftinks when he’s in 

love.- 

ID ever problem thus perplex, 

Or more employ the female fex ? 

So fweet a paflion, who would think, 

Jove ever form’d to make a ftink ! 

The ladies vow and fwear they’ll try, 

Whether it be a truth or lie. 

Love’s fire, it feems, like inward heat, 

Works in my Lord by ftool and fweat ; 

Which brings a ftink from ev’ry pore. 

And from behind and from before; 

Yet what is wonderful to tell it, 

None biit the fav’rite nymph can fmell it. 

But now to l'olve the nat’ral caufe 
By fober philofophic laws: 

Whether all paftions when in ferment, 

Work out, as anger does in vermin ; 

So when a weazel you torment, 

You find his paflion by his fcent. 

We read of kings, who in a fright, 

Though on a throne, would fall to fh- 20 

Befide all this, deep fcholars know, 

That the main ftring of Cupid’s bow, 
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Once on a time was an a-gut, 

Now to a nobler office put, 

By favour or defert preferr’d 2 

From giving paflage to a t- 

But ftill, though fix’d among the Rars, 

Does fympathize with human a-. 

Thus, when you feel an hard-bound breech, 
Conclude love’s bowftring at full ftretch, 30 

Till the kind loofenefs comes, and then 
Conclude the bow relax’d again. 

And now the ladies all are bent 
To try the great experiment, 

Ambitious of a regent’s heart, 35 

Spread all their charms to catch a f- 

Watching the firft unfav’ry wind, 

Some ply before, and fome behind. 

My Lord, on fire amidft the dames, 

F-ts like a laurel in the flames, 40 

The fair approach the fpeaking part, 

To try the backway to his heart. 

For as when we a gun difeharge, 

Although the bore be ne’er fo large, 

Before the flame from muzzle bur ft, 43 

Juft at the breech it Rallies flrft: 

So from my Lord his paflion broke, 

He farted flrft, and then he lpoke. 

The ladies vanifli in the Another, 

To confer notes with one another ; 50 

And now they all agree to name' 

Whom each one thought the happy dame. 

Quoth Neal, whate’er the reft may think, 

I’m fure twas I that fmclt the ft ink. 

You fmell the ftink, by G-, you lie, 55 

Quoth Rofs, for i’ll be fvvorn ’twas I. 

Ladies, quoth Levens, pray forbear, 

Let’s not fall out, we all had lhare ; 

S f 2 And, 
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And, by the moft I can difcover. 

My Lord’s an univerfal lover. 60 



A Love-Poem from a Physician to his 
Mistress. 


Written at London in the year 1738 

T> Y poets we are well allur’d 

That love, alas ! can ne’er be cur’d : 

A complicated heap of ills, 

Defpifing bolufes and pills, 

Ah ! Chloe, this I find is true, 5 

Since firft I gave my heart to you. 

Now, by your cruelty hard bound, 

I ftrain my guts, my colon wound : 

Now, jealoufy my grumbling tripes 

Aflaults with grating, grinding gripes : 10 

When pity in thofe eyes I view, 

My bowels wambling make me fpue. 

When I an am’rous kifs defign’d, 

I belch’d a hurricane of wind. 

Once you a gentle fight let fall, 15 

Remember how I fuck’d it all; 

What colic pangs from thence I felt. 

Had you but known, your heart would melt. 

Like ruffling winds in caverns pent, 

Till nature pointed out a vent. 20 

How have you torn my heart to pieces, 

With maggots, humours, and caprices! 

By which I got the haemorrhoids, 

And loathfome worms my anus voids. 

Whene’er I hear a rival nam’d, 25 

I feel my body all inflam’d, 

* ocan Swift was not in London after the year 1727. 
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Which breaking out in boils and blanes, 

With yellow filth my linen ftains. 

Or, parch'd with an unextinguifh’d tliirft, 

Small beer I guzzle till I burft : 30 

And then I drag a bloated corpus, 

Swell’d with a dropfy like a porpus ; 

When, if I cannot purge or ftale, 

I mull be tapp’d to fill a pail. 

On a PRINTiiR’s being fent to Newgate, 

by -—. 

T> Etter we all were in our graves 
Than live in flavery to llaves ; 

Worfe than the anarchy at fea, 

Where fifhes on each other prey : 

Where ev’ry trout can make as high rants 
O’er his inferiors as our tyrants ! 

And fwagger while the coaft is clear: 

But Ihould a lordly pike appear, 

Away you fee the varlet feud, 

Or hide his coward fnout in mud. 

Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach, 

He dare not venture to approach ; 

Yet ftill has impudence to rife. 

And, like Domitian, leap at Hies. 


5 


10 


On the little houfe by the church-yard of 

Castlenook. 


loever pleafeth to inquire, 

Why yonder itccple wants a fpire, 


The 
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The grey old fellow, poet Joe *, 

The philofophic caufe will fhow* 

Once on a time a weftern blaft 5 

At leaft twelve inches overcaft, 

Reckoning roof, weathcr-cock, and all, 

Which came with a prodigious fall; 

And tumbling topfy-turvy round, 

Light with its bottom on the ground. 10 

For, by the laws of gravitation, 

It fell into its proper Ration. 

This is the little ftrutting pile. 

You fee juft by the church-yard ftile ; 

The walls in tumbling gave a knock ; 15; 

And thus the fteeple got a {hock : 

From whence the neighboring farmer calls 
The fteeple, Knock, the vicar, * Walls. 

The vicar once a-week creeps in, 

Sits with his knees up to his chin ; 

Here cons his notes, and takes a whet, 

Till the fmall ragged flock is met. 

A traveller, who b) did pafs, 

Obferv’d the roof behind the grafs ; 

On tiptoe ftood and rear’d his fnout, 

And law the parfon creeping out; 

Was much furpris’d to fee a crow 
Venture to build his neft fo low. 

A fchoolbov ran unto’t, and thought. 

The crib was down, the blackbird caught. 30 
A third, who loft his way by night, 

Was force’d for fafety to alight ; 

And ftepping o’ef the fabric-roof, 

His horfe had like to fpoil his hoof. 


20 
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* Mr. Beaumont of Trim. 

* Reverend Aichdeacon Wall. 


Warburtoj* 
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Warburton took it in his noddle, 

This building was defign’d a model 
Or of a pigeon-houfe, or oven, 

To bake one loaf, or keep one dove in. 

Then Mrs. Johnfon gave her verdict, 

And ev’ry one was pleas’d that heard it; 

All that you make this (lir about, 

Is but a (lill which wants a fpout, 

The Rev’rend Dr. * Raymond guefs'd, 

More probably than all the reft; 

He faid, but that it wanted room, 

It might have been a pigmy’s tomb. 

The Doctor’s family came by, 

And little Mifs began to cry, 

Give me that houle in my own hand : 

Then Madam bad the chariot (land, 

Call’d to the clerk in manner mild, 

Pray reach that thing here to the child ; 

That thing, I mean, among the kale; 

And here’s to buy a pot of ale. 

The clerk (aid to her in a heat, 

What ! fell my mailer’s country-feat, 

Where he comes ev ’ry week from town ? 

He would not fell it for a crown. 

Poh ! fellow keep not fucli a pother, 

In half an hour thou’lt make another. 

Says 1 Nancy, I can make for Mifs 
A finer houfe ten times than this ; 

The Dean will give me willow-flicks. 

And Joe my apron-full of bricks. 


# Mini Her of Trim, 
f The waiiing-woman. 
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Upon ftealing a Crown when the Dean 
was afleep. 

By Dr. SHEPJDAN. 

"P\Ear Dean, fince you in fleepv wife 
^ Have op’d your mouth, and clos’d your eyes. 
Like ghofi: I glide along your floor, 

And foftly lliut the parlour door; 

For fhould I break your fweet repofe, 5 

Who knows what money you might iofe! 

Since oftentimes it has been found, 

A dream has given ten thoufand pound. 

Then deep, my friend, dear Dean, deep on, 

And all you getfhall be your own. 10 

Provided you to this agree, 

That all you lofe belongs to me. 

The Dean's anfwer. 

CO, about twelve at night the punk 
^ Steals from the cully when lie’s drunk ; 

Nor is contented with a treat, 

Without her privilege to cheat. 

Nor can I the lead: difif Fence find, 5 

But that you left no clap behind. 

But jeft apart, reftore, you capon ye, 

My twelve thirteens * and lixpence ha’penny. 

To eat my meat, and drink my medlicot. 

And then to give me luch a deadly cut- 10 

* An Ergliih shilling panes for thirteen pence in Irtland. 


o 


But 
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But ’tis obferv’d that men in gowns 
Are moft inclin’d to plunder crowns. 

Could you but change a crown as eafy 
As you can Reel one, how ’twould pleafe ye ! 

I thought the Lady at St. Cath’rines f 
Knew how to fet you better patterns ; 

For this I will not dine with Agmondiiham f, 

And for his vittuals let a ragman dilh ’em. 
Saturday night . 


* An Epitaph on Dr. Swift's dog. 

all the dogs array’d in fur, 

Here under lies the trueft cur. 

He knew no tricks, he never flatter’d : 

Nor thofe he fawn’d upon, befpatter'd : 

So far a courtier, he would wait, 5 

And condefcend to lick a plate: 

But never ftrove, O Swift, when fed. 

To bite the hand which gave him bread. 

Oh, that your dogs, who walk on two, 

Had only been but half as true ! io 

Through thick and thin, replete or hollow, 

Thy fteps unerring he would follow ; 

1* hile they who pride on being fcholars, 

Defert thee now with golden collars ; 

Or, like Adtacon’s horrid pack, 15 

Pieturn, to fall upon thy back 


+ Lady Monteafhch 

X Agmondifham Vefey, Ffq; a very worthy gentleman, for whom 
*he author had a great efteem. 


Vo L. VIII. 


Tt 


The 
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The author and his friends ufed to'divert themfelves 
for amuferoent in making riddles; fome of which have 
been printed, and were well received; as we hope the 
following will be, although we cannot tell the authors 
of each. [See vol. 8. p. 8o.J 

A RIDDLE. 

T With borrow’d filver fhinc, 

** What you fee is none of mine. 

Eirft I (hew yon but a quarter, 

Like the bow that guards the Tartar, 

Then the half, and then the whole. 

Ever dancing round the pole. 

And what will raife your admiration, 

I am not one of God’s creation, 

But fprung, (and I this truth maintain). 

Like Pallas, from my father’s brain. 

And after all, 1 chiefly owe 
My beauty to the fhades below. 

Moft wondrous forms you fee me wear, 

A man, a woman, lion, bear, 

A fifh, a fowl, a cloud, a field, 

All figures lieav’n or earth can yield ; 

Like Daphne fometimes in a tree : 

Yet am not one of all you fee. 



A N O T H E R. 

TDEgotten, and born, and dying with noife. 

The terror of women, and pleafure of boys. 

Like 


5 


IQ 


*5 
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Like the ficlion of poets concerning the wind, 

Pm chiefly unruly, when itrongefl: confin’d, 

For filver and gold I don’t trouble my head, 5 
But all I delight in is pieces of lead; 

Except when I trade with a fliip or a town, 

Why then I make pieces of iron go down. 

One property more I would have you remark, 

No lady was ever more fond of a fpark : 10 

The moment I get one, my foul’s all a-fire, 

And I roar out my joy, and in tranfport expire. 


ANOTHER. 

r r*Here is a gate, we know full well, 

-*• That Hands ’twixt heav’n, and earth and hell, 
Where many for a paiTage venture, 

But very few are fond to enter; 

Although ’tis open night and day, 5 

They for that reafon fhun this way ; 

Both dukes and lords abhor its wood, 

They can’t come near it for their blood. 

What other way they take to go, 

Another time I’ll let you know, 10 

Yet commoners with greatelf cafe, 

Can find an entrance when they pleafe. 

The poorefl. hither march in Hate, 

(Or they can never pafs the gate), 

Like Roman generals triumphant, 13 

And then they take a turn and jump on’t. 

If graved: parfons here advance. 

They cannot pafs before they dance; 

There’s not a foul that does refort here, 

But ftrips himfelf to pay the porter. 20 


Tt 2 


AN O- 
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»cS& rSSh 


ANOTHER. 

\ 

JP'Rom heav’n I fall, tho’ from earth I begin. 

No lady alive can fhew fuch a lkin. 

I’m bright as an angel, and light as a feather, 

J 3 ut heavy and dark when youfqueeze me together. 
Though candour and truth in my aipeft I bear, 5 
Yet many poor creatures I help to infnare. 
i hough lo much of heav’n appears in my make, 
r l he fouled: impreffions I eadly take. 

My parent and I produce one another, ^ 

1 he mother the daughter, the daughter the mother. 



ANOTHER. 

T’M up, and down, and round about. 

Yet all the world can’t find me out ; 
Though hundreds have employ’d their leifure 
They never yet could find my meafure. 

I’m found almod: in ev’ry garden, 

Nay in the compafs of a farthing. 

There’s neither chariot, coach, nor mill, 

Can move an inch except I will. 



ANOTHER. 

I A ™ jet ; black > as you may fee, 

The fon of pitch, and gloomy night; 


Yet 
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\ et all that know me will agree, 

I’m dead except I live in light. 

Sometimes is panegyric h’gh, - 

Like lofty Pindar I can loar, 

And raife a virgin to the Ikv, 

Or link her to a pocky whore. 

IVIy blood this day is very fweet, 

To-morrow of a bitter juice; j a 

Like milk Vis cry’d about the drcet. 

And fo apply’d to diff’rent ufe. 

Moft wondrous is my magic pow'r : 

For with one colour I can paint; 

111 make the devil a faint this hour, 1 - 

Next make a devil of a faint. 

Through didant regions I can fly, 

Provide me but with paper-w’ings. 

And fairly ihew a reafon, why 

There fhould be quarrels among kings. 2$ 

And after all you’ll think it odd, 

When learned dolors will difpute, 

That I fhould point the word of God, 

And fhew where they can bed confute. 

Let lawyers bawl and drain their throats, 25 

’Tis 1 that mud the lands convey. 

And drip the clients to their coats; 

Nay, give their very fouls away. 


ANOTHER. 

jpWER eating, never cloying, 

All devouring, all dedroying, 


Never 




IN VERSE. 




ANOTHER. 


TT 7 E are little airy creatures, 

* * All of diff’rent voice and features, 

One of us in glafs is fet, 

One of us you’ll find in jet. 

T’other you may fee in tin, 

And the fourth a box within; 

If the fifth you fhould purfue, 

It can never fly from you. 

t © ©©&© 

ANOTHER. 


A LL of us in one you’ll find, 

Brethren of a wondrous kind ; 

Yet among us all no brother 
Knows one title of the other; 

We in frequent councils are, 5 

And our marks of things declare, 

Where, to us unknown, a clerk, 

Sits, and takes them in the dark. 

He’s the regitter of all 

In our ken, both great and fmall; 10 

By us forms his laws and rules, 

He’s our matter, we his tools ; 

Yet we can with greateft eafe 
Turn and wind them where we pleafe. 
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But the moment that he clofes, 

Ev’ry brother elfe repofts. 

If wine’s bought, or viftuals dreft. 

One enjoys them for the reft. 

Pierce us all with wounding Reel, 

One for all of us will feel. 

Though ten thoufand canons roar. 

Add to them ten thoufand more ; 

Yet but one of us is found 
Who regard the dreadful found. 

Do what is not fit to tell, 

There’s but one of us can finell. 


ANOTHER. 


Fontinella to Florinda. 


W Hen on my bofom thy bright eyes, 

Florinda, dart their heav’nly beams, 
I feel not the leaft love-furprize, 

Yet endlefs tears flow down in fireams ; 
There’s nought fo beautiful in thee. 

But you may find the fame in me. 


The lilies of thy fkin compare ; 

In me you fee them full as white ; 
The roles of your cheeks, l dare 
^ Affirm, can’t glow to more delight : 
1 hen, fince I fliew as fine a face, 

Can you refufe a loft embrace ? 


io 


Ah 
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Ah lovely nymph, thouVt in thy prime ! 

And fo am I whilft thou art here ; 

But foon will come the fatal time, 1 5 

When all we fee lhall difappear. 

’Tis mine to make a juft reflection, 

And yours to follow my direction. 

Then catch admirers while you may ; 

Treat not your lovers with difdain ; 20 

For time with beauty flies away, 

And there is no return again, 

To you the fad account I bring, 

Life’s autumn has no fecond fpring. 




A N O T H £ R. 


"VTcver fpeaking, ftill awake, 

Pleating moft when moft I (peak. 
The delight of old and young, 

Though I fpeak without a tongue. 
Nought but one thing can confound me. 
Many voices joining round me; 

Then I fret, and rave, and gabble, 

Like the labourers of Babel. 

Now I am a dog, or cow, 

I can bark, or I can low, 

I can bleat, or I can fing, 

Like the warblers of the fpring. 

Let the love-lick bard complain. 

And I mourn the cruel pain ; 

Let the happy fwain rejoice, 

And I join my helping voice ; 

Both are welcome, grief or joy, 

I with either fport and toy. 

Though a lady, I am ftout, 

Drums and trumpets bring me out; 


5 


10 


*5 


2 © 

Then 
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Then I clafla, and roar and rattle. 

Join in all the din of battle. 

Jove, with all his loudeft thunder. 

When I’m vex’d can’t keep me under • 

Yet fo render is my ear, 25 

That the lowed: voice I fear; 

Much I dread the courtier ? s fate. 

When his merit’s out of date, 

For I hate a filent breath. 

And a wliifper is my death. 30 

ANOTHER. 

M Ofi: things by me do rife and fall, 

And as I pleafe they’re great and fmall ; 
Invading foes, without refidance, 

With cafe I make to keep their didance ; 

Again, as I’m difpos’d, the foe, 5 

Will come, though not a foot they go. 

Both mountains, woods, and hills, and rocks. 
And gaming goats, and fleecy flocks, 

And lowing herds, and piping fwains, 

Come dancing to me o’er the plains. 10 

The greated whale that fwims the fea, 

Does indantly my power obey. 

In vain from me the failor dies ; 

The quickeft fhip I can furprife. 

And turn it as I have a mind. 15 

And move it againd tide and wind. 

Nay, bring me here the tailed man, 

I ll fqueeze him to a little fpan. 

Qr bring a tender child and pliant, 

You’ll fee me dretch him to a giant; 20 

Nor (hall they in the lead complain, 

Becaufe my magic gives no pain. 

Vol.VIII. Uu 


AN- 
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ANOTHER. 


*\T 7 “E are little brethren twain, 

* * Arbiters of lofs and gain, 

Many to our counters run, 

Some are made, and fome undone. 
But men find it to their cofl:, 

Few are made, but numbers loft. 
Though we play them tricks for ever. 
Yet they always hope our favour. 


5 


* 


To Dr. Sheridan. 

D Ear Sheridan ! a gentle pair 

Of Gallftown lads (for fuck they are) 

Befides a brace of grave divines 
Adore the fmoothnefs of thy lines ; 

Smooth as our bafons filver flood, 

Ere George had robb’d it of its mud ; 

Smoother than Pegafus’ old fhoe, 

Ere Vulcan comes to make him new. 

The board on which we fet our a-s, 

Is not fo fmooth a are thy verfes. 

Compar’d with which, (and that’s enough), 

A fmoothing-ir'n itfelf is rough. 

Nor praife I lcfs that circumcilion, 

By modern poets call’d elilion, 

With which, in proper Ration pface’d, 15 

Thy polifh’d lines are firmly brace’d. 

Thus, a wife tailor is not pinching, 

But turns at ev’ry feem an inch in, 

Or elfe, be fure, your broad-cloth breeches 
Will ne’er be fmooth, nor hold their ftitches. *zo 

Thy 


S 


10 
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Thyverfe, like bricks, defy the weather, 

When fmooth’d by rubbing them together; 

Thy words fo clolely wedg’d, and lliort are. 

Like walls more lalting without mortar; 

By leaving out the needlefs vowels, 

\ ou fave the charge of lime and trowels. 

One letter Hill another locks, 

Each groov’d and dove-tail’d, like a box; 

Thy mufe is tuckt up and fuccindt; 

In chains thy fyllables are linkt. JO 

Thy words together ty’d in fmall hanks, 

Clofe as the Macedonian phalanx ; 

Or like the umbo of the Romans, 

Which fierceft foes could break by no means. 

The critic to his grief will find, 35 

How firmly thefe indentures bind : 

So in the kindred painter’s art 
The fhort’ning is the niceft part. 

Philologers of future ages, 

How will they pore upon thy pages ! 40 

Nor will they dare to break the joints, 

But help thee to be read with points: 

Or, elfe to Ihew their learned labour, you 
May backward be perus’d like Hebrew, 

Wherein they need not lofe a bit 45 

Or of thy harmony or wit. 

To make a work completely fine, 

Number, and weight, and meafure join ; 

Then all muft grant your lines are weighty, 

Where thirty weigh as much as eighty. 50 

All muft allow your numbers more. 

Where twenty lines exceed fourfcore ; 

Nor can we think your meafure fliort. 

Where lefs than forty fill a quart, 

With Alexandrian in the clofe, 55 

Long, long, long, long, like Dan’s long nofe. 


Uu 2 


A 
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A Rebus written by a Lady * on the Re¬ 
verend Dean Swift. With his Anfwer. 


/”' , UT the name of the man who his Jofeph. 
^ mi ft refs deny’d, ' 

And let the firft of it be only apply'd 
To join with the prophet who David 

_ . did chide - J Nathan. 

I hen fay, what a horfe is that runs very faft, 

And that which deferves to be firft put the laft; c 
Spell all then, put them together, to find 
The name and the virtues of him I defign’d. 

Like the patriarch in Egypt, he’s vers’d in the ftate; 
Like the prophet in Jewry, lie’s free with the great • 
Like a racer, he flies to fuccour with fpeed, io 
When his friends want his aid, or defert is in need. 

* -k i- a- ft a-fi- 

The ANSWER. 


T HE nymph who wrote this in an amorous fit, 

1 cannot but envy the pride of her wit, 

V hich thus flie will venture profufely to throw 
On fo mean a defign, and a fubjeft fo lowt 
I 01 mean s her defign, and her fubjeft as mean, c 
The firft but a Rebus, the laft but a Dean. 

A Dean’s but a parfon; and what is a rebus ? 

A thing never known to the mules or Phoebus • 
The corruption of verfe ; for when all is done, ’ 

It is but a paraphrafe made on a pun. j 3 

* Mrs, Vanliomrigh. 

But 
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J 3 ut a genius like her’s no fubjeft can ftifle. 

It ihews and difcovcrs itfelf through a trifle. 

By reading this trifle, I quickly began 
To find her a great wit, but the Dean afmall man. 
Rich ladies will furnifh their garets with fluff, ir 
Which others for mantuaswould think fine enough: 
So the wit that is lavifhly thrown away here; 

Might furnifh afecond rate poet a year, 

Thus much for the verfe, we proceed to the next, 
Where the Nymph has entirely forfaken her text: 20 
Her fine panegyrics are quite out of feafon, 

And what {he defcribes to be merit is treafon : 

The changes which faffion had made in the ftate, 
Have put the Dean’s politics quite out of date : 
Now no one regards what he utters with freedom. 
And fhould he write pamphlets, no great man 
would read ’em ; 2 b 

And fhould want or defert ftand in need of his aid, 
This racer would prove but adull-foundcr’d jade. 


>:0SC>:CCCC < S^ 


Written by the Rev. Dr. Swift on his 
own Deafness. 


"\TErtiginofus, inops , furdus , male gratus amicis ; 

j\'on campana J'onans, tonitrunon ab Jove miffiim, 
Qiiod mage mirandu m i faltem ft credere ftas eft , 

Non clamofa meas mulier jam percutit auies. 


In ENGLISH. 

T^Eaf, giddy, helplefs, left alone, 

To all my friends a burden grown ; 
No more I hear my church’s bell, 

Than if it rang out for my knell; 


At 
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At thunder now no more I ftart, ^ 

Than at the rumbling of a cart : 

Nay, what’s incredible, alack! 

I hardly hear a womans clack. 

£ -ii- -2 ;£• 

A Letter to Dr. Hei.sham. 

Sir, Nov. 22 - 1731, night . 

TXT 7 left you, I found myfelf of the grape’s 
* " juice fick : 

I’m fo full of pity, I never abufe fick; 

And the patienteft patient that ever you knew fick: 
Both when I am purge-fick, and when I am fpue- 
iick. 

I pitied my cat, whom I knew by her mew-lick ; 5 
She mended at firlf but now fhe’s anew-fick 
Captain Butler made fome in the church black and 
blue-lick; 

Dean Crols, had he preach’d, would have made us 
all pew-fick. 

Are not you, in a croud, when you fweat and ftew- 

fkk ? 

Lady Santry got out of the church # when fhe grew 
fick, I0 

And, as faft as fhe could, to the deanry flew lick. 
IVlifs JMorice was (I can allure you ’tis true) fick ; 
For who would not be in that numerous crew lick ? 
Such mufic would make a fanatic or Jew fick : 

Yet ladies are feldom at ombre or lue lick : 15 

Nor is old Nanny Shales f, whene’er fhe does brew 
lick. 


* St. Patrick’s cathedral, where the mufic on St. Cieciiia's day was 
ufually performed. 

t Vide “ Gratton inter Belcamp et Clcnlhoh.” 


My 
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My footman came home from the church of a 
bruife lick, 

And look’d like a rake, who was made in the ftews 
lick ; 

But you, learned doctors, can make whom you 
chufe lick. 

Poor I myfelf I was, when I withdrew, lick. 20 

For the fmeli of them made me like Garlic and rue 
lick. 

And I got through the croud, though not led by a 
clue lick. 

You hop’d to find many (for that was your cue) 
Tick ; 

But there were not a dozen (to give ’em their due) 
lick, 

And thofc, to be fure, ftuck together like glue, 
fick. 25 

So are ladies in crouds, when they fqueeze and 
they fcrew, lick. 

You may find they are all, by their yellow pale 
hue, lick ; 

So am I, when tobacco, like Robin, I chew, lick. 

XOK)OO0Oeos^ 

To Dr. Sheridan. 

Nov. 23, at night. 

I F I write any more, it will make my poor mufe 
Tick. 

This night I came home with a very cold dew lick, 
And I wilh I may foon be not of an ague lick ; 

But I hope I fhall ne’er be, like you, of a Ihrew lick, 
Who often has made me, by looking afeue, lick. 5 
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A Letter to Dr Helsham. 

S I R, 

Pray difcruciate what follows. 

T HE dulleft bead, and gentleman’s liquor. 
When young, is often due to the vicar. 

The dulled of beads, and fwines delight, 

Make up a bird very fwift of flight. 

The dulled: bead when high in dature. 

And another of royal nature. 

For breeding is a uleful creature. 

The dulled bead, and a party didrefl. 

When too long, is bad at bed. 

The dulled bead, and the faddle it wears, 

Is good for partridge, not for hares. 

The dulled bead and kind voice of a cat, 

Will make a horfe go, though he be not fat. 

The dulled of beads and of birds in the air. 

Is that by which all Irilhmen fwear. 

The dulled bead and fam’d college for Teagues, 
Is a perfon very unfit for intrigues. 

The dulled bead and a cobler’s tool, 

With a boy that is only fit for a fchool. 



In dimmer is very pleafant and cool. 



The 


i 
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The dulleft beaft, and that which you kifs. 

May break a limb of mailer or mifs. 

Of ferpent*kind, and what at diftance kills. 

Poor Miftrefs Dingley oft hath felt its bills. 

The dulleft beaft, and eggs unfound, 25 

Without it I rather would walk on the ground. 

The dulleft beaft, and what covers a houfe, 
Without it a writer is not worth a loufe. 

The dulleft beaft, and fcandalous vermin, 

Of roaft or boil'd, to the hungry is charming. 30 

The dulleft beaft, and what’s cover’d with cruft. 
There’s no body but a fool that would truft. 

The'dulleft beaft mending highways. 

Is to a horfe an evil difeafe. 

The dulleft beaft, and a hole in the ground, 35 
Will drefs a dinner worth five pound. 

The dulleft beaft, and what doctors pretend 
The cook-maid often has by the end. 

The dulleft beaft, and fifh for lent. 

May give you a blow you’ll for ever repent. 40 

- # \ 

The dulleft beaft, and a fhameful jeer. 

Without it a lady ftiould never appear. 

Wednefday night. 

I writ all thefe before I went to bed. Pray explain 
them for me, becaufe I cannot do it. 


X x 


Vol. VIII. 


Proba 
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...••£jlii, j •, . nr, 

Prob atur aliter 


A Long-ear’d byaft, and a ficld-houfc? for cattle, 
ioiPilg the coals does often riitde. 

A long-ear’d beaft, a bird that prates, 

The bridegroom's iirit gift to their mates, 

Is by all pious Chriftians thought, j 

In clergymen the greateft fault. 

A long-ear’d beaft, and woman of Endor, 

If your wife be a jfcqtd, that will mend her. 

With a long-ear’d beaft and med’eines ufe, 
Cooks make their fowl look tight and fpruce. io 
A long-eard beaft, and holy fable, 

Strengthens the Ihoes of half the rabble. 

A long-ear'd beaft, and Rhcniih wine. 

Lies in the lap of ladies line. 

A long-ear’d beaft, and Flanders college, 15 

Is Dr. T-1 to mv knowledge. 

A long-ear’d beaft, and building knight ; 
Cenforious people do in fpight. 

A long-car’d beaft, and bird of night, 

We linncrs are too apt .to flight. 20 

A long-ear’d beaft, aud fhameful vermin, 

A judge will eat, though clad in ermine. . 

A long-edr T cf beaft, and Iriih cart, 

Can leave a mark, and give a fmart. 

A long-ear’d beaft in mud to lie, 2.5 

No bird in air fo fwift can fly. 

A long-ear’d beaft, and a fputt’ring old Whig, 

I wjfti he were in ir, and dancing a, jig 
A- 1 rir*g-e<n:’d beaft, and liquor to write, 

Is a damnable f in elf both morning and night. 30 
A long-ear'd beaft, and the child of a fheep, 
At^whift they will make a defperate fweep. 

A 4 1 A long- 
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A long ear’d bead, and till midnight you day. 
Will cover a houfe much better than clay. 

A long-ear’d bead, and the drink you love bed. 
You cali him a flovcu in ea neft orjeft. 36 

A long-ear’d bead, and the Sixteenth letter, 

I’d not look at all, unlefs I look’d better. 

A lone-ear’d bead give me, and eggs unfound, 
Or elfe 1 will not ride one inch of ground. 40 
A long-ear’d bead, another name for jeer. 

To ladies ikins there’s nothing comes fo near. 

A long-ear’d bead, and kind nofe of a cat, 

Is ufefui in journeys, take notice of that. 

A long-ear’d bead, and what feafons your beef. 
On fuch an occadon the law gives relief. 46 

A long-ear’d bead, a tiling that force mud drive 

in. 

Bears up his houfe, that’s of his own contriving. 


TOM’s metamorphofis into a Poet and 
Spaniel. 


f T’OM was a little merry grig, 

Fiddled and dance’d to his own jig ; 
Good-natur’d, but a little filly, 
Irrefolute, and Hially-Ihilly: 

What he fhould do he could not guefs : 
They mov’d him like a man at chefs. 
Swift told him once that he had wit: 
Swift was in jeft, poor Tom was bit ; 
Thought himfelf fon of fecond Phot bus. 
For ballad, pun, lampoon, and rebus. 
He took a draught of Helicon, 

But fwallow’d fo much water down, 

He got a dropfy : now they fav ’tis 
Turn'd to poetic diabetes ; 

X x 2 
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And all the liquor he has paff, 

Is without fpirit, fait, or tafte. 

But fince it pail, Tom thought it wit; 
And therefore writ, and writ, and writ. 
He writ the wonder of all wonders, 

He writ the blunder of all blunders : 

He writ a merry farce for puppet. 

Taught a&ors how to fqueak and hop it; 
A treatife on the wooden man * ; 

A ballad on the nofe of Dan f j 
The art of making April fools, 

And four and thirty punning rules : 

The learned fay, that l om went fnacks 
With philomaths for almanacks ; 

Though they divided are, fome fay 
He writ for Whaley, fome for Campfey +. 
Hundreds there are who will make oath. 
He writ alternately for both : 

For though they made the calculations, 
Tom writ the monthly obfervations. 

Such were his writings : but his chatter 
Was one continued clitter clatter. 

Swift flit his tongue, and made him talk, 
Cry Cup of fa ck f and Walk , knave j, walk : 
And fitted little prating Poll, 

For wiry cage in common hall; 

Made him expert at quibble jargon. 

And quaint at felling of a bargain. 

Poll he could talk in different linguo's. 

But he could never learn diftinguo’s : 

Swift tried in vain, and angry thereat. 

Into a fpaniel turn’d his parrot: 

Made him to walk on his hind-legs, 

And now he dances, fawns, and begs ; 
Then cuts a caper o’er a ftick, 

Lies clofe, will whine, and creep, and lick. 


*3 


20 


25 


3 ® 


35 


40 




* The fign of a wooden man in Eflex-flreet, Dublin. 
f A perfon remarkable for a nofe of an enormous fi/e. 
1 Two almanack-makers In Dublin. 

I 


Swift 
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Swift puts a bit upon his fnout. 

Poor Tom he dares not look about; 

But foon as Swift once gives the word, 

He fnaps it up, though ’twere a t-d. 

* Mrs. Pilkinoton to Dr. Swift, on his 
Birthday. 



I the godlike men of old, 


v * In admiration wrapt, behold ! 
Rever’d antiquity explore, 

And turn the long-liv’d volumes o’er. 
Where Cato, Plutarch, Flaccus lhinc 
In ev’iy excellence divine ; 

I grieve, that our degen’rate days 
Produce no mighty fouls like thefe ; 
Patriot, phiiofopher, and bard. 

Are names unknown, and feldom heard. 


5 


10 


Spare your reflexion, Phoebus cries, 

’ 1 is as ungrateful as unwife ; 

Can you complain this facred day. 

That virtues or that arts decay ? 

Behold in Swift reviv’d appears 15 

The virtues of unnumber d years ? 

Behold in him, with new delight, 

The patriot, bard, and fage unite ; 

And know, Ierne in that name 

Shall rival Greece and Rome in fame. 2® 

c$co$o c£cc$c o$o c$oo$c o£o 3$o ofcojc ^ c£c 3$0 ;$co$D £ cJo 


A Love-Soxg. 


A Pud in is almi des ire, 

Mimis tres I ne ver re qui re 


Pud in is almi des ire, 

Mimis tres I ne ver re qui re ; 


Alo veri iindit a gefth. 
His miferi ne ver at rellis. 


An 
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An Epigram on Die. 

IC, hcris agro at, an da quarto finale. 

Fora ringat ure nos, an da ftringac ure tale. 




The Life and genuine Character of the 
Reverend Dr. Swift, D. S. P. D. 

Written by himfelf. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

The verfes on the death of Dr. Swift, written by 
himfelf being very much inquired after by his friends, 
many of whom pretended to have genuine copies, al¬ 
though he never Offered any of them to take one ; 
the following was publifhed with breaks, dafhes, and 
triplets, (which the author never made ufe of), to dif- 
guife his manner of writing; by which, however, they 
were deceived, although the genuine one was not pub- 
lifli d until the year 1739 : but, in order to oblige the 
reader, we publilhed the following, (although he would 
not own it); which, the bed judges allow, hath many 
line (trokes of wit and humour 

To the II E A D E R. 

This poetical account of the Life and Charafter of 
the reverend Dr. Swift, fo celebrated through the 
world tor his many ingenious writings, was occafioned 
by a maxim of Rochefoucauit; and is now publilhed 

♦ See the verfes on Swift’s Death, invoi. S. p. 12. 


from 
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from the author’s lafl correct copy, being dedicated 
by the publiiher to Alexander Pope of Twickenham, 
Efq. 


To Alexander Pope, Efq; 

Of Twickenham, in the county of Middlefex. 

AS you have been long an intimate friend of the 
author of the following poem, I thought you 
would not be difpleafed with being info-med of 
lome particulars, how be came to write it, and hoW 
I, very innocently, procured a copy. 

It feems the Dean, in converl’ation with fome 
friends, laid, lie could guefs the difeourfe of the 
world concerning his character after his death, and 
thought it might be no improper fubjeft for a 
poem. This happened above a year before he 
finifhed it ; for it was written by fmall pieces, juft 
as leifure or humour allowed him. 

He (hewed fome parts of it to fevcral friends, 
and when it was completed, he feldom refufed the 
light of it to any vifitcr: fo that, probably, it hath 
been peruled by fifty perfons ; which being againft 
his ulual practice, many people judged, likely e- 
nough, that he had a defire to make the people of 
Dublin impatient to fee it publifhed, and at the 
fame time to difappoint them : for lie never would 
he prevailed on to grant a copy, and yet feveral 
lines were retained by memory, and are often re¬ 
peated in Dublin. 

It is thought, that one of his fervants, in whom 
he had great confidence, and who had accefs to his 
clofet, took an opportunity, while his irufter was 
riding fome miles out of town, to tranferibe the 
whole poem : and it is probable, that the fervant 
lent it to others, who were rot trufty, (as is gene¬ 
rally the cafe). By this accident I having got a 

very 
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very correft copy from a friend in Dublin, lie un¬ 
der no obligation to conceal it. 

I have fhewn it to very good judges, friends of 
the Dean, (if I may venture to fay fo to you, who 
are fucli a fuperior judge and poet), who are well 
acquainted with the author’s ftyle and manner; and 
they all allow it to be genuine, as well as perfectly 
iinifhed and correct; his particular genius appear¬ 
ing in every line, together with his peculiar way of 
thinking and writing. 

I fhould be very lorry to offend the Dean, al¬ 
though I am a perfect ftranger to his perfon : but 
fince the poem will infallibly be foon printed, ei¬ 
ther here or in Dublin, I take myfelf to have the 
beft title to fend it to the prefs ; and I lhall direct 
the printer to commit as few errors as poilible. 


I am, Sir, with the greateft refpecl. 


From my chambers in your molt obedient, and 

the Inner-Temple, 


London, April i. 


moft humble fervant 


vain, 

L. M. 


* 733 - 



The Life and Character of Dr. Swift. 
Upon a Maxim in Rochefoucault *. 



Rochefoucault a maxim writ, 


v Made up of malice, truth, and wit: 
If what he fays be not a joke, 

VVe mortals are ftrange kind of folk. 

But hold :-before we farther go, 

’Tis fit the maxim we ihould know. 

* Sec the maxim, in vol. 8. p. 12 . 


I 


He 
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He fays, “ Whenever fortune fends 
<c Difafters to our deareft friends, 

“ Although we outwardly may grieve, 

“ We oft are laughing in our fleeve.” IO 

And when I think upon’t this minute, 

I fancy there is fomething in it. 

We fee a com'rad e get a fall, 

Yet laugh our hearts out, one and all. 

Tom for a wealthy wife looks round, 15 

A nymph that brings ten thouiand pound : 

He no where could have better pick’d ; 

A rival comes, and Tom-is nick'd— 

See how behave his friends profeft, 

They turn the matter to a jell; 20 

Loll out their tongues, and thus they talk, 

(i Poor Tom has got a plaguy baulk !”•- 

I could give inftances enough, 

That human friendfhip is but ftuff. 

WheneVr a flatt’ring puppy cries, 2$ 

You are his deareft friend ;-he lies : 

To lofe a guinea at piquet. 

Would make him rage, and ftorm, and fret; 
Bring from his heart (incerer groans, 

Than if he heard you broke your bones. 30 

Come, tell me truly, would you take well, 
Suppoie your friend and you were equal. 

To fee him always foremoft ft and, 

Affect to take the upper hand. 


And ftrive to pafs in public view 3J 

For much a better man than you ? 

Envy, I doubt, would powerful prove, 

A nd get the better of your love: 

’Twould pleafe your palate, like a feaft, 

To fee him mortify’d at leaft*- 4 ° 

Y y J Tis 


Vol.VIII. 
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Tis true, we talk of friendfhip much, 

But who are they that can keep touch ?- 

True friendlhip in two breads requires 
The fame aversions and defires: 

My friend ihould have, when I complain, 

A fellow-feeling of my pain. 

Yet, by experience, oft we find. 

Our friends are of a different mind ; 

And were I tortur’d with the gout. 

They'd laugh to fee me make a rout, 

Glad that themfelves could walk about. 

Let me fuppofe two fpecial friends, 

And each to poetry pretends ; 

Would either poet take it well, 

To hear the other bore the bell ?- 

His rival for the chiefeft reckon’d, 

Himfelf pals only for the fecond !- 

When you are fick, your friends, you fay. 
Will fend their howd’ye’s ev’ry day : 

Alas ! that gives you fmall relief!- 

They fend for manners ;—net for grief;-- 

Nor, if you dy’d, would fail to go 

That ev’ning to a puppet fhow :- 

Yet come in time to fhow their loves, 

And get a hat-band, fcarf, and gloves. 

% 

To make thefe truths the better known, 

Let me luppofe the cafe my own. 

The day will come when’t fhall be faid, 

“ D’ye hear the news ?-the Dean is dead!— 

“ Poor man : he went all on a fudden !- 

H’as dropp’d, and “ giv’n the crow a pudding !” 
What money was behind him found ? 

(i I hear about two thouiand pound—— 
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(e *Tis own’d he was a man of wit/’ 

Yet many a foolilh tiling he writ;- 75 

“ And lure he nmft be deeply learn’d !-- 

That's more than ever I difcern’d ! - — 

“ I know his neareft friends complain, 

ic He was too airy for a Dean.- 

“ He was an honed: man, I’ll /wear:’'-— 80 

Why, Sir, I differ from you there ; 

For I have heard another dory, 

He was a moft confounded Tory !-- 

“ Yet here we had a ftrong report, 

€t That he was well receiv’d at court.”— 85 
Why, then it was, I do affert. 

Their goodnefs, more than his defert-— 

He grew, or elfe his comrades lyd, 

Confounded dull,—before he dy’d. 


He hop’d to have: a lucky hit, 
Some medals fent him for his wit; 
But truly ther$ the Dean was bit- 


And yet, I think, for all vour jokes, 

“ His claim as good as other folks”- 


90 2 

. .mil ** 
"V* I 


Mud we the drapier then forget ? 9; 

Is not our nation in his debt? 

C( ’Twas he that writ the Drapier’s letters V } — — 

He fhould have left them for his betters; 

We had a hundred* abler men, 

Nor need depend upon his pen-- — to* 

iiay what you will about his reading. 

You never can,defend bis breeding! 

Who in his fatires running riot. 

Could never leave the world in quiet; - 

Attacking, when he took the whim, 105 

Court, city, camp, all one to him. - — 


But why would he, except he flobber’d, 

Offend our patriot, great Sir Robert; 

Y y 2 Whofe 
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Whofe councils aid the fov’reign pow’r, 

To lave the nation ev’ry hour ? no 

What fcenes of evil he unravels. 

In fatires, libels, lying travels ! 

Not /paring his own clergy-cloth. 

But eats into it like a moth.-- 


<c If he makes mankind bad as elves, 
“ Anfwer, they may thank themfelves ; 
“ If vice can never be aballi’d, 

“ It mu ft be ridicul’d orlafh’d.” 

But if I chance to make a flip, 

What right had he to hold the whip ? 


“ If you refent it, who’s to blame ? 

** He neither knew you, nor your name. 
“ Should vice expert to ’fcape rebuke, 

** becaufe its owner is a duke ; 

“ Vice is a vermin, fporcimen fay 
“ No vermin can demand fair play, 

*' But ev’ry hand mayjuftly. flay.” * 



I envy not the wits, who write 
Merely to gratify their fpite; 

Thus did the Dean;. his only fcope 130 

Was, to be held a mifanthi^pe, 

This into general odium drew, him, ' T : 

Which, if he lik’d, much good may’t do him : 
This gave him-enemies in plenty, 

Throughout two realms nineteen in twenty : 13 r 

His zeal was not to lafh our crimes, 

But difeontent againft the times : 

For had we made him timely oilers. 

To raife his poft, or fill his coffers ; 

Perhaps he might have truckled down, 140 

Like other brethren of the gown. 

For party he would fcarce have bled—— 

I fay no more,—becaufe he’s dead.—^ 


But 
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“ But who could charge him to his face, 

€< That e’er he cringe’d to men in place ? 145 

iC His principles, of ancient date, 

<c 111 fuit with thofe profefs’d of late; 

The Pope, or Calvin, he’d oppofe, 

“ And thought they both were equal foes : 

“ That church and hate had fuffer’d more 150 
“ By Calvin than the fcarler whore 2 
“ Thought popifli and fanatic zeal 
“ Both bitter foes to Britain’s weal. 

• 4< The Pope would of our faith bereave us— 

“ But hill our monarchy would leave us- 155 

“ Not fo the vile fanatic crew; 

“ That ruin’d church and monarch too. 

“ Suppoiing thefe reflections juft, 

44 We lhould indulge the Dean’s difguft, 

44 Who faw this factious tribe carefs’d, 

41 And lovers of the church diftrelVd— 

“ The patrons of the good old caufe, 

“ In fenates fit, in making laws ; 

48 The rnoft malignant of the herd, 

“ In fureft way to be preferr’d — 

“ Aod preachers find the better quarter. 

For railing at the royal martyr. 

“ Whole fwarms of fe<fts with grief,. he faw, 

4t More favour’d than the church by law : 

“ Thought Proteftant too good a name 170 

4i For canting hypocrites to claim, 

“ Whofe proteftation hides a fting 
4i Deftructive to the church and king: 

<c Which might as well, in his opinion, 

4i Become an Atheift, or Socinian.” 179 

•A Proteftant’s a fpecial clinker; 

* It ferves for fceptic and free-thinker; 

44 It ferves for ftubble, hay, and wood, 
u For cv’ry thing-but what it fhould.” 


160 

• s 
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What 
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What writings has he left behind ? 


183 


I hear they’re of a diff’rent kind : 

H A few in verfe; but moft in profe-- ” 

Some high-flown pamphlets, I fuppofe : 

All fcribbled in the worft of times, 

To palliate his friend Oxford’s crimes, 1 

To praife. Queen Anne; nay more, defend her. 
As never fav’ring the pretender ; 

Or libels yet conceal’d from light,— 

Againft the court to fhew his fpite : 

Perhaps, his travels, part the third; 1 

A lie at ev’ry fecond word: 

Offenlive to a loyal ear:-- 


But--—not one fermon, you may fwear. 


“ Sir, our accounts are different quite, 
tc And yQur conjectures are not right; 19$ 

* c ’Tis plain his writings were defign’d 
<c To pkafe, and to reform mankind : 

<c And if he often mifs’d his aim, 
t€ The world mull own it to their fhame: 

“ The praife is his, and their’s the blame. 200 

€C Then, lince you dread no further lafhes, 

€t You freely may forgive, his allies.” 


c* 1 


i 
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A LETTER to a Young Clergyman 
lately entered into Holy Orders *. 

SIR, Dublin, Jan.9. 1719-20. 

A Lthough it was againft my knowledge or ad¬ 
vice that you entered into holy orders, under 
the prefent difpofitions of mankind towards the 
church; yet, lince it is now fuppofed too late to 
recede, (at leaft according to the general practice 
and opinion), I cannot forbear offering my thoughts 
to you upon this new condition of life you are en¬ 
gaged in. 

I could heartily wifh, that the circumftances of 
your fortune had enabled you to have continued fomc 
years longer in the univerfity, at leaft till you were 
ten years handing ; to have laid in a competent hock 
of human learning, and fome knowledge in divini¬ 
ty, before you attempted to appear in the world ; 
lor I cannot but lament the common courfe, which, 
at leah, nine in ten of thofe who enter into the mi- 
nihry are obliged to run. When they have taken 
a degree, and are confequently grown a burden to 
their friends, who now think themfelves fully dif- 
charged, they get into orders as foon as they can, 
(upon which I lhall make no remarks) ; firft lblicit 
a readerlhip, and, if they be very fortunate, arrive 
in time to a curacy here in town, or elfe are fent to 
be aflihants in the country, where they probably 

* Thiscught to be read by alJ the voung clergymen in the. three 
kingdoms. Tho' it bs addr cfT d only to a young clergyman, yet it is 
adapted to evey age and undemanding. It contains obfervations »hac 
delight and improve every mind; and may be read with p.’caiurc uni 
advantage by the oldcft and mofl cKcnph'y. divines. Orrery . 

continue 
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continue feveral years, (many of them their 
whole lives), with thirty or forty pounds for their 
fuppOrt ; till fome bilhop, who happens not to be 
overftocked with relations, or attached to favour¬ 
ites, or is content to fupply his diocefe without co¬ 
lonies from England, bellows upon them fome in- 
confiderable benefice, when it is odds they are al¬ 
ready incumbered with a numerous family I 
would be glad to know, what intervals of life fuch 
perfons can poffibly fet apart for the improvement 
of their minds ; or which way they could be fur- 
nifhed with books, the library they brought with 
them from their college being ufually not the moft 
numerous, or judicioufly chofen. If luch gentlemen 
arrive to be great fcholars, it muft, I think, be ei¬ 
ther by means fupei natural, or by a method 
altogether out of any road yet known to the learn¬ 
ed. But I conceive the fact dire&ly otherwife, and 
that many of them lofe the greateft part of thelinall 
pittance they received at the univerfity. 

I take it for granted, that you intend to purfue 
the beaten tract, and are already defirous to be feen 
in a pulpit ; only I hope you will think it proper to 
pafs your quarantine among fome of the defolate 
churches five miles round this town, where you may 
at leall learn to read and to fpeak, before you venture 
toexpofe your parts in a city-congregation ; not that 
thefe are better judges, but becaufe, if a man muft 
needs expofe his folly, it is more fafe and difereet 
to do fo before few witnefles, and in a fcattered 
neighboorhood. And you will do well, if you can 
prevail upon fome intimate and judicious friend to 
be your conftant hearer, and allow him with the 
utmoft freedom to give you notice of whatever lie 
fhall find amifs, either in your voice or gefture : 
for want of which early warning many clergymen 
continue defective, and fometimes ridiculous, to the 
end of their lives. Neither is it rare to obferve, a- 
mong excellent and learned divines, a certain ungra- 
i cious 
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rious manner, or an unhappy tone of voice, which 
they have never been able to fhake off*. 

I could likewife have been glad, if you had ap¬ 
plied yourfelf a little more to the ftudy of the Eng- 
lifh language, than I fear you have done ; the ne¬ 
glect whereof is one of the moil general defeats a- 
mong the fcholars of this kingdom, who feem not 
to have the leaft conception of a ftyle, but run on 
in a flat kind of phrafeology, often mingled with 
barbarous terms and expreflions peculiar to the na¬ 
tion : neither do I perceive that any perfon either 
finds or acknowledges his wants upon this head, or in 
the leaft deli res to have them fupplied. Proper 
words in proper places make the true definition of 
a ftyle. But this would require too ample a difqui- 
iition to be now dwelt on. However, I lhall ven¬ 
ture to name one or two faults, which are eafy to 
be remedied with a very fmall portion of abilities. 

The firft is, the frequent ule of obfcure teims, 
which by the women are called hard words, and by 
the better fort of vulgar fine language ; than which 
I do not know a more univerfal, inexcufable, and 
unneceflary miftafce, among the clergy of all dif- 
finCtions, but efpecially the younger practitioners. 
I have been curious enough to take a lift of feveral 
hundred words in a fermon of a new beginner, 
which not one of his hearers among a hundred 
could poflibly underftand ; neither can I ealily call 
to mind, any clergyman of my own acquaintance, 
who is wholly exempt from this error, although 
many of them agree with me in the diflike of the 
thing. Em I am apt to put myfelf in the place of 
the vulgar, and think many words difficult or ob* 
feure, which the preacher will not allow to he fo, 
becaufe thole words are obvious to fcholars. 1 be¬ 
lieve the method oblerved by the famous Lord 
Falkland, in fome of his writing, would not be an 
ill one for young divines. I was allured by an old 
perfon of quality, who knew him well, that when 
Vo l. VIII. Z z he 
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he doubted whether a word were perfe&ly intelligi¬ 
ble or no, he ufed to conlult one of her lady’s cham¬ 
bermaids, (not the waiting-woman, becaufe it was 
Poffijple i lie might be converfant in romances), and 
by her judgement was guided whether to receive 
or reject it. And if that great perfon thought fuch 
a caution neceflary, in treatifes offered to the learn¬ 
ed world, it will be fure at leaft as proper in fer- 
mons, where the meaneh hearer is fuppofed to be 
concerned, and where very often a lady’s chamber¬ 
maid may be allowed to equal half the congrega¬ 
tion, both as to quality and underftanding. But I 
know not how it comes to pals, that profeffors in 
molt arts and fciences are generally the worft qualified 
to explain their meanings to thofe who are not of 
their tribe. A common farmer fhall make you un¬ 
derhand, in three words, “ that his foot is out of 

joint, or his collar-bone broken ; wherein a {ur¬ 
ge? 11 * after a hundred terms of art, if you are not 
a icholar, fhall leave you to feek. It is frequently 
the fame cafe in law, phyfic, and even many of the 
meaner arts. 

And upon this account it is, that, among hard 
words, I number likewife thofe which are peculiar 
to divinity as it is afcience, becaule I have obferved 
feveral clergymen, otherwife little fond of obfeurfc 
terms, yet in their fermons very liberal of thofe 
which they find in eccleliahical writers, as if it 
were our duty ro underhand them; which I aru 
luie it is not. And I defy the greateh divine 
produce any law, either of God orman, which ob¬ 
liges me to comprehend the meaning of cmnifcience, 
omnipYejence, ubiquity , attribute> beatific vijion, with 
a thou land others fo frequent in pulpits, any more 
than that of eccentric , idiclyncracy , entity, and the 
h*:e. I believe 1 may venture to infih further, that 
many terms ufed in holy writ, particularly by St. 

1 aul, might, with more diferetion, be changed in¬ 
to 



















A YOUNG CLERGYMAN. 363 

to plainer fpeech, except when they are introduced 
as part of a quotation. 

I am the more earneft in this matter*- becaufe it 
is a general complaint, and the jufteft in the world. 
For a divine hath nothing to fay to the wifcft con¬ 
gregation of any parilli in this kingdom, which he 
may not exprel's in a manner to be underftood by 
the meaneft among them. And this afiertion muff 
be true, or elfe God requires from us more than 
we are able to perform. However, not to contend 
whether a logician might pofiibly put a cafe that 
would ferve for an exception, I will appeal to any 
man of letters, whether at leaft nineteen in twenty 
of thole perplexing words might not be changed in¬ 
to eafy ones, fuch as naturally iirft occur to ordi¬ 
nary men, and probably did fo at firft to thofe very 
gentlemen who are fo fond of the former. 

We are often reproved by divines from the pul¬ 
pits on account of our ignorance in things facred, 
and perhaps with juftice enough ; however it is not 
very reafonable for them to expert, that common 
men fliould underhand exprefiions which are never 
made ufe of in common life. No gentleman thinks 
it fafe or prudent to fend a fervant with a meffage, 
without repeating it more than once, and endea¬ 
vouring to put it into terms brought down to the 
capacity of the bearer ; yet, after all this care, it is 
frequent for fervants to mi Rake, and fometimes oc- 
cafion mifunderftandings among friends ; although 
the common domeffics in fome gentlemens families 
have more opportunities of improving their minds 
than the ordinary fort of tradefmen. 

It is ufual for clergymen who are taxed with this 
learned defeft, to quote Dr. Tillotfon, and other 
famous divines, in their defence ; without confider- 
ing the difference between elaborate difeourfes upon 
important occalions, delivered to princes and par¬ 
liaments, written with a view of being made public, 
and a plain fermon, intended for the middle or 
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lower fize of people. Neither do they feem to re¬ 
member the many alterations, additions, and ex- 
pungings, made by great authors, in thofe treatifes 
which they prepare for the public. Befides, that 
excellent prelate above mentioned was known to 
preach after a much more popular manner in the 
city-congregations; and if in thofe parts of his 
works he be any where too obfcure for the under- 
ftandings of many who may be fuppofed to have 
been his hearers, it ought to be numbered among 
his omifiions. 

The fear of being thought pedants, hath been of 
pernicious confequence to young divines. This hath 
wholly taken many of them off from their feverer 
Rudies, in the univerfity ; which they have exchang¬ 
ed for plays, poems, and pamphlets, in order to 
qualify them for tea-tables and coffee-houfes. This 
they ufually call polite conve rfat ion > knowing the world, 
and reading men inftead of books . Thcfe accompliih- 
ments, when applied in the pulpit, appear by a 
quaint, terfe, florid Ryle, rounded into periods 
and cadencies, commonly without either propriety 
or meaning. I have liflen’d with my utmofl atten¬ 
tion for half an hour to an orator of this fpecies, 
without being able to underhand, much lefs to car¬ 
ry away one Angle fentence out of a whole fermon. 
Others, to fliew that their Rudies have not been 
confined to fciences, or ancient authors, will talk 
in the Ryle of a gaming ordinary, and White 
Friars *, when, I fiippofe, the hearers can be little 

. ffhc fhle of White Friars was that of ffinrperp, bullies, and other 
fugitives from the law. This prccintt, in 1609, obtained from K. 
James a charter of exemption from parilh, ward and city offices, ex¬ 
cept in the militia. Being poffefTed thereof, the inhabitants claimed 
afterwards a power and right to proteft the perfons of debtois ; where¬ 
by the place became filled w ith lawlcfs refugees of all forts, who grew 
tofuch a height of wickedness and impudence, that it was found nc- 
„ce«ary .in K. William's time, by aft of parliament, to lupprefs and 
bring them to *ufhte. . 
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edified bv the terms of palming, Jbufflirtgj biting , 
bamboozling , and the like, if they have not been 
fometimes converfant among pick-pockets and Ihar- 
pers. And truly, as they fay, a man is known by 
his company, fo it fhoidd feem, that a man’s com¬ 
pany may be known by his manner of exprefling 
himfelf, either in public aflemblies, or private con- 
verfation. 

It would be endlefs to run over the feveral defe<fts 
of ftyle among us. I ihail therefore fay nothing of 
the mean and the paltry, (which are ufually attend¬ 
ed by the fuftian) much lefs of the flovenly and in¬ 
decent. Two things I will juft warn you againft. 
The firft is the frequency of flat unneceflary epi¬ 
thets ; and the other is, the folly of ufing old 
threadbare phrafes, which will often make you go 
out of your way to find and apply them, are nau- 
feous to rational hearers, and will feldom exprefs 
your meaning as well as your own natural words. 

Although, as I have already obferved, our Eng- 
lifli tongue is too little cultivated in this kingdom, 
yet the faults are nine in ten owing to affectation, 
and not to the want of underftanding. When a 
man’s thoughts are clear, the propereft words will 
generally offer themfelves tirft; and his own judge 
ment will direct him in what order to place them, 
fo as they maybe beftunderftood. When men err 
againft this method, it is ufually on purpofe, and 
to fhew their learning, their oratory, their polite- 
nefs, or their knowledge of the world. In fhort, 
that fimplicitv, without which no human perform¬ 
ance can arrive to any great perfection, it is no 
where more eminently ufeful than in this. 

I have been conlidering that part of oratory 
which relates to the moving of the paflinns. 
This, I obferve, is in efteem and practice among 
fome church-dvines, as well as among all the 
preachers and hearers of the fanatic or enthufiaftic 
brain. I will here deliver to you (perhaps with 
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more freedom than prudence) my opinion upon the 
point. 

1 lie two great orators of Greece and Rome, De- 
mofthenes and Cicero, though each of them a lead- 
er, (or, as the Greeks call’d it, a demagogue) in a 
popular ftate, yet feem to differ in their practice 
upon this branch of their art. The former, who 
had to deal with a people of much more politenefs, 
learning, and wit, laid the greateft weight of his o- 
ratory upon the ftrength of his arguments offered 
to their underftanding and reafon; whereas Tully 
confidered the difpofitions of a fincere, more igno¬ 
rant, and lefs mercurial nation, by dwelling almoft 
entirely on the pathetic part. 

But the principal thing to be remembered, is, that 
the conftant deffgn of both thefe orators in all their 
fpeeches was, to drive iome one particular point, ei¬ 
ther the condemnation or acquittal of an accufed 
perfon, a perfuaffve to war, the enforcing of a 
law, and the like : which was determined upon the 
fpot, according as the orators on either iide prevail¬ 
ed. And here it was often found of abfolute neceffity, 
to inflame or cool the paflions of the audience : ef- 
pecially at Rome, whereTully fpoke, and with whofc 
writings young divines, (I mean thofe among them 
who read old authors) are more convcrfant than 
with thole of Demofthenes, who by many degrees 
excelled the other, at leaft as an orator. But I do 
not fee how this talent of moving the paflions can 
be of any great ufe, towards directing Chriftian 
men in the conduct of their lives, at leaft in thefe 
northern climates # , where I am confident the 
fitrongeft eloquence of that kind will leave few im- 
prefEonsupon any of our fpirits, deep enough to 

* This difluafive again A an attempt to move the paflions, is not in- 
. ended to cenniie thoie difcourieS, by which hope and fear are excited 
by an exhibition of tneir proper ob^eifts in proper language j but that, 
cair only, by wh ch Hypocrites afictf to be melted into tear*. 
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laft till the next morning, or rather to the next 
meal. 

But what hath chiefly put me out of conceit with 
this moving manner of preaching, is the frequent 
disappointment it meets with. I know a gentleman 
who made it a rule in reading, to Skip over all fcn- 
tences where he 1 pied a note of admiration at the 
end. I believe thofe preachers who abound in cpi - 
phonemas *, if they look about them, would find 
one part of the congregation out of countenance, 
and the other afleep, except perhaps an old female 
beggar or two in the ifles, who (if they beiincere) 
may probably groan at the found. 

Nor is it a wonder that this expedient Should fo 
often milcarry, which requires fo much art and 
genius to arrive at any perfection in it; as every 
man will find, much fooner than learn, by confult- 
ing Cicero himfelf. 

I therefore intreat you to make ufe of this faculty 
(if you be ever fo unfortunate as to think you have 
it) as feldom, and with as much caution as you can; 
elfe I may probably have occafion to fay of you, as 
a great perion laid of another upon this very fub- 
je£t. A lady afked him, coming out of church, 
whether it were not a very moving difeourfe i 
“ \es/’ faid he, i€ I was extremely lorry, for the 
“ man is my friend.” 

If, in company, you offer fomething for a jeft, 
and no body feconds you in your own laughter, or 
feems to relifh what you faid, you may condemn 
their tafte, if you pleafe, and appeal to better judge¬ 
ments ; but, in the mean time, it mufl be agreed, 
you make a very indifferent figure; and it is at leaft 
equally ridiculous, to be difappointed in endeavour¬ 
ing to make other folks grieve, as to make them 
laugh. 

A plain convincing reafon may poffibly operate 
. # Epipborma fignifies a fententious kind of exclamation. 
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upon the mind, both of a learned and ignoranr 
hearer, as long as they live, and will edify a thou- 
fand times more than the art of wetting the hand¬ 
kerchiefs of a whole congregation, if you were 
fure to attain it. 

If your arguments be fb { ong, in God’s name 
offer them in as moving a* manner as the nature of 
the fubject will properly admir, wherein reafon and 
good advice will be your fafert guides : btit beware 
of letting the pathetic part i wallow up the rational; 
for l fuppofe philofophers have long agreed, that 
paflion lhoujd never prevail over reafon. 

As I take it, the two principal branches of preach¬ 
ing are, iirfr, to tell the people what is their fluty, 
and then to convince them that it is fo. The to¬ 
pics for both thefe, we know, are brought from 
feripture and reafon. Upon the former,- 1 wifh it 
were often prafjtifed, to inlfruct the hearers in the 
limits, extent, and compafs of every duty, which 
requires a good deal of (kill and judgement: the 
other branch is, I think, hotfo difficult. Rut what 
I would offer upon both is this, that it feems to be 
in the power of a reafonable clergyman, if be will 1 
be at the pains, to make the moft ignorant man 
comprehend what is his duty, and to convince him 
by arguments drawn to the level of his underlland- 
ing, that he ought to perform it. 

But I muff remember, that my defign in this pa¬ 
per was, not fo much to inftrucf you in your bufi- 
nefs, either as a clergyman or a preacher, as to 
warn you againft fome miftakes, which are obvious 
to the generality of mankind, as well as to me ; 
and we who are hearers, may be allowed to have 
fome opportunities in the quality of being ftanders- 
by. Only, perhaps, I may now again tranfgrefs, 
by defiring you to exprefs the heads of your divi¬ 
sions in as few and clear words as you poffibly can ; 
otherwife I, and many thoufand others, will never 
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he able to retain them, nor confequently to carry 
away a fyllable of the fermon. 

I iliall now mention a particular, wherein your 
whole body will be certainly againft me, and the 
laity, almoft to a man, on my iide. However it 
came about, I cannot get over the prejudice of tak¬ 
ing fome little offence at the clergy, for perpetually 
reading their fermons ; perhaps my frequent hear¬ 
ing of foreigners, who never make ufe of notes, 
may have added to my difguft. And I cannot but 
think, that whatever is read, differs as much from 
what is repeated without book, as a copy does from 
an original. At the fame time, I am highly fenli- 
ble, what an extreme difficulty it would be upon 
you to alter this method; and that, in fuch a cafe, 
your fermons would be much Ids valuable than 
they are, for want of time to improve and cor¬ 
rect them, I would therefore gladly come to a 
compromife with you in this matter. I knew a 
clergyman of fome diitindlion, who appeared to de¬ 
liver his fermon without looking into his notes ; 
which when I complimented him upon, he aflured 
me, he could not repeat iix lines ; but his method 
was, to write the whole fermon in a large plain 
hand, with all the forms of margin, paragraph, 
marked page, and the like; then on Sunday morn¬ 
ing he took care to run it over five or fix times, 
which he could do in an hour ; and when he deli¬ 
vered it, by pretending to turn his face from one 
fide to the other, he would (in his own exprdlion) 
pick up the lines, and cheat his people by making 
them believe he had it all by heart. He farther 
added, that whenever he happened by neglcft to 
omit any of thefe circumftances, the vogue of the 
parifh was, sf Our Doctor gave us but an indifib- 
“ rent fermon to-day.” Now, among us, many 
clergymen act fo directly contrary to this method, 
that, from a habit of faving time and paper, which 
they acquired at the univeriity, they write in fo di- 
Vol. VIII. 3 A minutive 
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minutive a manner, with fuch frequent blots and 
interlineations, that they are hardly able to go on 
without perpetual hefitations, or extemporary ex¬ 
pletives : and I defire to know, what can be more 
inexcufable, than to fee a divine and a fcholar at a 
lofs in reading his own compofitions, which it is 
fuppofed he has been preparing with much pains 
and thought, for die inftruction of his people ? 
The want of a little more care in this article, is the 
caufe of much ungraceful behaviour. You will 
obferve fome clergymen, with their heads held 
down from the beginning to the end, within an inch 
of the cufhion, to read what is hardly legible ; 
which, befides the untoward manner, hinders them 
from making the beft advantage of their voice : 
others again have a trick of popping up and down 
every moment from their paper to the audience, 
like an idle fchoolboy on a repetition-day. 

Let me intreat you, therefore, to add one half- 
crown a-year to the article of paper ; to tranfcribe 
your fermons in as large and plain a manner as you 
can ; and either make no interlineations, or change 
the whole leaf; for we, your hearers, would rather 
you fhould be lefs correft, than perpetually Ham¬ 
mering, which I take to be one of the wont fole- 
cifms in rhetoric. And, laftly, read your fermon 
once or twice a-day, for a few days before you 
preach it. To which you will probably anfwer 
fome years hence, “ that it was but juft finilhed, 

“ w ^en the laft bell rang to churchand I lhall 
readily believe, but not excufc you. 

I cannot forbear warning you, in the moft ear¬ 
ned: manner, againft endeavouring at wit in your 
fermons ; bccaufe, by the ftpeteft computation, it 
is very near a million to one that you have none-; 
and becauie too many of your calling have confe- 
quently made themfelves everlaftingly ridiculous by 
attempting it. I remember feveral young men in 
'lifs town, who could never leave the oulpit under 
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half a dozen conceits ; and this faculty adhered to 
thofe gentlemen a longer or fhorter time, exa&ly 
in proportion to their fevcral degrees of dulnefs : 
accordingly, I am told that fome of them retain it 
to this day. I heartily wilh the brood were at an 
end. 

Before you enter into the common unfufferable 
cant of taking all occafions to difparage the Hea¬ 
then philofophers, I hope you will differ from fome 
of your brethren, by fir If inquiring what thofe 
philofophers can fay for themfelves. The fyftem 
of morality to be gathered out of the writings or 
fayings of thofe ancient lages, falls undoubtedly 
very ihort of that delivered in the gofpel ; and 
wants, befides, the divine fanftion which our Sa¬ 
viour gave to his. Whatever is further related by 
the evangelifls, contains chiefly matters of fa£l, 
and confequently of faith ; fuch as, the birth of 
Chrifl, his being the Meffiah, his miracles, his 
death, refurre&ion, and afcenfion; none of which 
can properly come under the appellation of human, 
wifdom, being intended only to make us wife unto 
falvation. And therefore, in this point, nothing 
can be juftly laid to the charge of the philofophers, 
further than that they were ignorant of certain 
fa£ts which happened long after their death. But 
I am deceived, if a better comment could be any 
where collected upon the moral part of the gofpel, 
than from the writings of thofe excellent men ; 
even that divine precept of loving our enemies, is 
at large infilled on by Plato, who puts it, as I re¬ 
member, into the mouth of Socrates. And as to 
the reproach of Heathenifm, I doubt they had lefs 
of it than the corrupted Jews, in whofe time they 
lived. For it is a grofs piece of ignorance among 
us, to conceive that, in thofe polite and learned 
ages, even perfons of any tolerable education, 
much lefs the wifeft philofophers, did acknowledge 
or worfhip any more than one almighty power, urt- 
3 A 2 der 
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der fevcral denominations, to whom they allowed 
all thole attributes we afcribc to the Divinity : and, 
as I take it, htunan cornprelieniion reacheth no 
further. Neither did our Saviour think it neceffa- 
ry to explain to us the nature of God ; becaufe, as 
I fuppofe, it would be impoffible, without bellow¬ 
ing on us other faculties than we poffe is at prefcnt. 
But the true mifery of the Heathen world appears 
to be, what I before mentioned, the want of a divine 
fan&ion, without which the dictates of the philo- 
fophers failed in the point of authority; and con- 
fequcntly the bulk of mankind lay indeed under a 
great load of ignorance, even in the article of mo¬ 
rality ; but the philofophers themfelvcs did not. 
Take the matter in this light, and it will afford field 
enough for a divine to enlarge on, bv /hewing the 
advantages which the Chfiftiun world hath over the 
Heathen, and the abfolute neceffity of divine reve¬ 
lation, to make the knowledge of the true God, 
and the practice of virtue, more univerfal in the 
world. 

, ® a ^ 1 not ignorant how much I differ in this opi¬ 
nion from fome ancient fathers in the church, who 
arguing againft the Heathens, made it a principal 
topic to decry their philofophy as much as they 
could ; which I hope is not altogether our prefent 
cafe. Befides, it is to be confidercd, that thofe fa¬ 
thers lived in the decline of literature ; and in my 
judgement (who fliould be unwilling to give the 
leaft offence) appear to be rather mod excellent 
noly perfons, than of tranfeendent genius and learn¬ 
ing. Iheir genuine writings (for many of them 
have extremely fuffered by fpurious additions) arc 
of admirable ufe for confirming the truth of an¬ 
cient do&rines and difeipline, by /hewing the /fate 
and practice of the primitive church. But among 
iuch of them as have fallen in my way, I do not 
remember any, whole manner of arguing or ex¬ 
horting I could heartily recommend to the imita¬ 
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lion of a young divine, when he is to fpeak from 
the pulpit. Perhaps 1 judge too haftily; there be¬ 
ing ieveral of them in whole writings I have made 
very little progrels, and in others none at all. For 
I purfued only fuch as were recommended to me, 
at a time when I had more leifurc, and a better 
diipoiltion to read, than have iince fallen to my 
ihare. 

To return then to the Heathen philofophers : I 
hope you will not only give them quarter, but make 
their works a coniiderable part of your ftudy. To 
thefe 1 will vanture to add the principal orators and 
hiltorians, and perhaps a few of the poets ; by the 
reading of which, you will loon dilcover your mind 
and thoughts to be enlarged, your imagination ex¬ 
tended and refined, your judgement directed, your 
admiration lellened, and your fortitude increafed; 
all which advantages muft needs be of excellent ufe 
to a divine, whole duty it is to preach and praftife 
the contempt of human tilings. 

I would fay fomething concerning quotations ; 
wherein I think you cannot be too fparing, except 
from feripture, and the primitive writers of the 
church. As to the former, when you offer a text 
as a proof or an illuftration, we your hearers expert 
to be fairly ufed, and fometimes think we have rea- 
fon to complain, efpecially of you younger divines; 
which make us fear, that fome of you conceive you 
have no more to do than to turn over a concor¬ 
dance, and there having found the principal word, 
introduce as much of the verfe as will ferve your 
turn, though in reality it makes nothing for you. 
I do no: altogether difapprove the manner of inter¬ 
weaving texts of feripture through the ftyle of your 
fermon ; wherein, however, I have fometimes ob- 
ferved great inftances of indiferetion and impro¬ 
priety ; againft which I therefore venture to give 
you a caution. 
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As to quotations from ancient fathers, I think 
they are bcft brought in to confirm fome opinion 
controverted by thofe who differ from us. In other 
cafes, we give you full power to adopt the fentence 
for your own, rather than tell us, “ as St. Anftin 
“ excellently obfervcs.” But to mention modem 
writers by name, or to ufe the phrafe of “ a lare 
“ excellent prelate of our church,” and the like, 
is altogether intolerable, and, for what reafon l 
know not, makes every rational hearer aihamed. 
Of no better a ftamp is your Heathen philofopher, 
and famous poet, and Roman hiftorian, at leafl in 
common congregations ; who will rather believe 
you on your own word, than on that of Plato or 
Homer. 

I have lived to fee Greek and Latin almoft en¬ 
tirely driven out of the pulpit ; for which I am 
heartily glad'. The frequent ufe of the latter was 
certainly a remnant of Popery, which never ad¬ 
mitted leripture in the vulgar language; and I won-* 
der that prii&ice was never accordingly objected to 
us by the Fanatics. 

The mention of quotations puts me in mind of 
common-place books, which have been long in ufe 
by induftrious young divines ; and, I hear, do ftili 
continue fo. I know they are very beneficial to 
lawyers and phvficians, becaufe they"are colle&ions 
of faffcs or cales, whereupon a great part of their* 
feveral faculties depend : of thefe I have ieen feve- 
ral, but never yet any written by a clergyman. 
Only, from what I am informed, they generally are 
extracts of theological and moral fentences, drawn 
from ecclefiaftical and other authors, reduced un¬ 
der proper heads, ufually begun, and perhaps fi¬ 
nished, when the colleftors were young in the 
church, as being intended for materials, or nurfe- 
ries to ftock future fermons. You will oblerve the 
wife editors of ancient authors, when they meet a 
femence worthy of being diftinguiflied, take Special 
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care to have the firft word printed in capital letters, 
that you may not overlook it: fuch, for example, 
as 4< the inconftancy of fortune, the goodnefs of 
“ peace, the excellence of wifdom, the certainty 
of death ; that profperity makes men infolent, 
44 and adverfity humble;” and the like eternal 
truths, which every ploughman knows well enough, 
though he never heard of Ariftorle or Plato. If 
theological common-place books be no better filled, 
1 think they had better be laid afide ; and I could 
wifh that men of tolerable intellectuals would ra¬ 
ther trull their own natural reafon, improved by a 
general converfation with books, than ro enlarge on 
a point which they are fuppofed already to uncler- 
ftand. If a rational man reads an excellent author 
with juft application, he lhall find himfelf extreme¬ 
ly improved, and perhaps infenfibly led to imitate 
that author’s perfections, although in a little time 
he Ihould not remember one word in the book, 
nor even the fubjed it handled : for books give the 
fame turn to our thoughts and way of reafioning, 
that good and ill company d ;es to our behaviour 
and converfation ; without either loading our me¬ 
mories, or making us even fenfible of the change. 
And particularly 1 have oblerved in preaching, that 
no men fuccced better than thole who trnft entirely 
to the frock or fund of their own reafon, advanced 
indeed, but not overlaid by commerce with books. 
Whoever only reads in order to tranferibe wife and 
fhining remarks, without entering into the genius 
and fpirit of the author, as it is probable he will 
make no very judicious extract, fo he will be apt 
to truft to that colleClion in all his compofitions, 
and be milled out of the regular way of thinking, 
in order to introduce thole materials V/hich he has 
been at the pains to gather : and the proclud of all 
this will be found a manifeft incoherent piece of 
patch-work. 
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Some gentlemen, abounding in their univerfity 
erudition, are apt to fill their fermons with philo- 
fophical terms, and notions of the metaphyfical or 
abftrafted kind ; which generally have one advan¬ 
tage, to be equally underhood by the wife, the vul¬ 
gar, and the preacher himfelf. I have been better 
entertained, and more informed, by a few pages in 
the Pilgrim’s Progrefs, than by a long difcourfe 
upon the will and the intellect, and fimple or com¬ 
plex ideas. Others again are fond of dilating on 
matter or motion, talk of the fortuitous concourfe 
of atoms, of theories, and phenomena ; dire&ly 
againft the advice of St. Paul, who yet appears to 
have been converfant enough in thofe kind of 
ftudies. 

I do not find that you are any where directed in 
the canons or articles, to attempt explaining the 
myfteries of the Chriftian religion, And indeed, 
fince Providence intended there fhould be myfte¬ 
ries, I do not fee how it can be agreeable to pietv, 
orthodoxy, or good fenfte, to go about fuch a 
work. For, to me, there fecms to be a manifeft 
dilemma in the cafe : If you explain them, they are 
myfteries no longer ; if you fail, you have labour¬ 
ed to no purpofe. What I fhould think moft rea- 
fonable and iafe for you to do upon this occafion, 
is, upon folemn days to deliver the doctrine, as the 
church holds it, and confirm it by fcripture. For 
my part, having confidered the matter impartially, 
I can fee no great reafon which thofe gentlemen 
you call the Free-thinkers, can have for their cla¬ 
mour againft religious myfteries ; fince it is plain 
they were not invented by the clergy, to whom they 
bring no profit, nor acquire any honour; for eve¬ 
ry clergyman is ready, either to tell us the utmolt 
he knows, or to confefs that he does not under- 
ftand them : neither is it ftrangc, that there fhould 
be myfteries in divinity, as well as in the common- 
eft operations of nature. 
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And here I am at a Jofs what to fay upon the 
frequent cuftom of preaching againft Axheifm, 
Deifin, Freethinking, and the like, as young di¬ 
vines are particularly fond of doing, efpecially when 
they exercife their talent in churches frequented by 
perfons of .quality ; which, as it is but an ill com¬ 
pliment to the audience, fo I am under fome doubt 
whether it anfwers the end. 

Becaufe perfons under thofe imputations are ge¬ 
nerally no great frequenters of churches, and lb 
the congregation is but little edified for the fake of 
-three or four fouls, who are paft grace : neither do I 
think it-any part of prudence, to perplex the minds 
of well-difpoled people with doubts, which probably 
would never have othenvife come into their heads. 
But I am of opinion, and dare be pofitive in it, that 
not one in a hundred of thofe who pretend to be 
Freethinkers, are really fo in their hearts. For 
there is one obfervation which I never knew to faij, 
and I delire you will examine it in the courfc of 
your life. That no gentleman of a liberal educa¬ 
tion, and regular in hi$ morals, did .ever profefs 
himfelf a Freethinker. Where then are thefe kind 
of people to be found ? Among the ivorft part of 
the foldiery, made up of pages, younger brothers 
of obfenre families, and others of defperate for¬ 
tunes-; .or elfe among idle townrfops, and now and 
then a drunken Tquire of the country. Therefore 
nothing can he plainer, than that ignorance and 
vice are two ingredients abfolutcly necefl’ary in the 
compolition of thofe you generally call Freethink¬ 
ers, who, in propriety of fpccch, are no thinkers 
at all. And lince I am in the way of it, pray con- 
flxkr one thing farther. As young as you are, yon 
-cannot but have already obferved, what a violent 
cun there is among too many weak people againft 
univerfity education : be firmly allured, that the 
whole cry is made up by thofe who were either ne¬ 
ver lent tp a college, pr, through their irregulari- 
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tics and ftupidity, never made the leaft improve* 
ment while they were there. I have above forty of 
the latter fort now in my eye ; feveral of them in 
this town, whofe learning, manners, temperance, 
probity, good nature, and politics, are all of a 
piece: others of them, in the country, oppreffing 
their tenants, tyrannifing over the neighbourhood, 
cheating the vicar, talking nonfenfe, and getting 
drunk at the feffions. It is from fuch feminaries 
as thefe, that the world is provided with the feve¬ 
ral tribes and denominations of Freethinkers ; who, 
in my judgment, are not to be reformed by argu¬ 
ments offered to prove the truth of the Chriftian 
religion, becaufe reafoning will never make a man 
correct an ill opinion, which by reafoning he never 
acquired ; for, in the courfe of things, men always 
grow vicious, before they become unbelievers. But 
if you could once convince the town or country 
profligate, by topics drawn from the view of their 
own quiet, reputation, health, and advantage, their 
infidelity would i'oon drop off. This, I confefs, is 
no eafy talk ; becaufe it is, almoft in a literal fenfe, 
to fight with beafts. Now, to make it clear, that 
we are to look for no other original of this infide¬ 
lity, whereof divines fo much complain, it is allow¬ 
ed on all hands, that the people of England are 
more corrupt in their morals, than any other na¬ 
tion at this day under the fun : and this corruption 
is manifeltly owing to other caufes, both numerous 
and obvious, much more than to the publication of 
irreligious books, which indeed are but the confe- 
quence of the former ; for all the writers againft 
Chriftianity, fince the revolution, have been of the 
lowed: rank among men in regard to literature, wit, 
and good fenfe, and upon that account wholly un¬ 
qualified to propogate herefies, unlefs among a peo¬ 
ple already abandoned. 

In an age, where every thing difliked by thofe 
who think with th$? majority is galled diffaffe&ion, 
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it may perhaps be ill interpreted, when I venture 
to tell you, that this univerfal depravation of man* 
ners is owing to the perpetual bandying of factions 
among us for thirty years paft ; when, without 
weighing the motives of juftice, law, confcience, 
Or honour, every man adjufts his principles to thofe 
of the party he hath chofen, and among whom he 
may beft find his own account: but, by reafon of 
our frequent vicifiitudes, men who were impatient 
of being out of play, have been forced to recant, 
or at leaft to reconcile their former tenets with eve¬ 
ry new fyftem of adminiftration. Add to this, that 
the old fundamental cuftom of annual parliaments 
being wholly laid afide, and elections growing 
chargeable, fince gentlemen found that their coun¬ 
try-feats brought them in lefs than a feat in the 
houfe, the voters, that is to fay, the bulk of the 
common people, have been univerfally feduced in¬ 
to bribery, perjury, drunkennefs, malice, and Han¬ 
der. 

Not to be farther tedious, or rather invidious, 
thefe are a few, among other caufes, which have 
contributed to the ruin of our morals, and confe- 
quently to the contempt of religion : for imagine 
to yourfelf, if you pleale, a landed youth, whom 
his mother would never fuffer to look into a book, 
for fear of fpoiling his eyes, got into parliament, 
and obferving all enemies to the clergy heard with 
the utmoft applaufe, what notions he mufi: imbibe, 
how readily he will join in the cry, what an efteern 
he will conceive of himfelf, and what a contempt 
he mufi: entertain, not only for his vicar at home, 
but for the whole order. 

I therefore again conclude, that the trade of in¬ 
fidelity hath been taken up only for an expedient 
to keep in countenance that univerfal corruption 
of morals, which many other caufes firfi: contri¬ 
buted to introduce and to cultivate. And thus 
Mr. Hobbes’s faying upon reafon may be much 
3 B 2 more 
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more properly applied to religion, That <c if relw 
“ gion will be again# a man, a mail will be again# 
“ religion.” Though, after all, I have heard a pro¬ 
fligate offer much ftronger arguments again# pay¬ 
ing his debts, than ever he was known to do again# 
Christianity. Indeed the reafon was, becaufe in 
that juncture he happened to be cloler preffed by 
the bailiff than the parfon. 

Ignorance may perhaps be the mother of fuper- 
ftition ; but experience hath not proved it to be fo 
of devotion; for Chriftianity always made the mo# 
eafy and quickeft progrefs in civilized countries. I 
mention this, becaufe it is affirmed, that the clergy 
are in mo# credit where ignorance prevails, (and 
furcly this kingdom would be called the paradife of 
clergymen, if that opinion were true) ; for which 
they inftance England in the times of Popery. But 
whoever knoweth any thing of three or four cen- 
tures before the reformation, will find the little 
learning then #irring was more equally divided be¬ 
tween the Engliflv clergy and laity, than it is at 
prefent. There were feveral famous lawyers in 
that period, whofe writings are ftili in the higheft 
trepute ; and fome hiftorians and poets, who were 
not of the church. Whereas now-a-days our edu¬ 
cation is fo corrupted, that you will hardly find a 
young perfon of quality with the lea# tinfture of 
knowledge, at the fame time that many of the cler¬ 
gy were never more learned, or fo feurvily treated. 
Here among us, at lea#, a man of letters, out of 
the three profeflions, is almoft a prodigy. And 
thofe. few who have preferved any rudiments of 
learning, are (except perhaps one or two fmatterers) 
the cleigv s friends to a man : and I dare appeal to 
any clergyman in this kingdom, whether the great- 
eft dunce in his parifh be not always the mo# 
proud, wicked, fraudulent, and intraftable, of his 
flock. 
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I think the clergy have almoft given over per¬ 
plexing themfelves and their hearers with obltrufe 
points of predeftination, election, and the like; at 
lead:, it is time they ihould ; and therefore I lha!l 
not trouble you further upon this head. 

I have now laid all I could think convenient with 
relation to your conduct in the pulpit. Your be¬ 
haviour in the world is another fcene, upon which 
I fliall readily offer you my thoughts, if you ap¬ 
pear to dedre them from me, by your approbation 
of what I have here written ; if not, I have alrea¬ 
dy troubled you too much. 

I am, Sir, 

Your affectionate 

friend and fervant. 


7 
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An Essay on the Fates of CLERGY¬ 
MEN *. 

T Here is no talent fo ufeful towardsrifing in the 
world, or which puts men more out of the 
reach of fortune, than that quality generally pof- 
feffed by the dulleft fort of men, and in common 
fpeech called difcretion : a fpecies of lower pru¬ 
dence, by the aftiftance of which people of the 
meaneft intellectuals, without any other qualifica¬ 
tion, pafs through the world in great tranquillity, 
and with univerlhL good treatment, neither giving 
nor taking offence. Courts are feldom unpro¬ 
vided of perfons under this character; on whom, 
if they happen to be of great quality, moft employ¬ 
ments, even the greateft, naturally fall, when com¬ 
petitors will not agree ; and in fuch promotions no 
body rejoices or grieves. The truth of this I could 
prove by feveral inftances within my own memory ; 
for I fay nothing of prefent times. 

And indeed, as regularity and forms are of great 
ufe in carrying on the buiinefs of the world, fo it is 
very convenient, that perfons endued with this kind 
of difcretion fhould have that (hare which is pro¬ 
per to their talents, in the conduct of affairs, but 
by no means meddle in matters which require 
“ genius, learning, ftrong comprehenlion, quick- 
“ nefs of conception, magnanimity, generofity, fa- 
u gacity,” or any other fuperior gift of human 
minds ; becaufe this fort of difcretion is ufually at¬ 
tended with a ftrong deiire of money, and few 

* This eflay was printed in the Intelligencer, No 5. and No 7. 
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fcruple 3 about the way of obtaining it 5 with fervid 
flattery and fubmiflion ; with a want of all public 
fpirit or principle ; with a perpetual wrong judge¬ 
ment, when the owners come into power and high 
place, how to difpofe of favour and preferments 
having no meafure for merit and virtue in others, 
but thofe very fteps by which themfelves afcended ; 
nor the leaft intention of doing good or hurt to 
die public, farther than either one or t’other is 
likely to be fubfervient to their own fecurity or in- 
tercft. Thus, being void of all friendfhip and 
enmity, they never complain, or And fault withthe 
times, and indeed never have reafon to do fo. 

Men of eminent parts and abilities, as well as 
virtues, do fometimes rife in the court, femetimes 
in the law, and fometimes even in the church. 
Such were the Lord Bacon, the Earl of Strafford, 
Archbifhop Laud, in the reign or King Charles I. 
and others in our own times, whom 1 ihall not 
name : but thefe, and many more, under d fferent 
princes, and in different kingdoms, were difgraced, 
or banillied, or fuffered dea h, merely in envy to 
their virtues and fuperior genius, which embolden¬ 
ed them, in great exigencies and diftreffes of ftate, 
(wanting a reafonable infuiion of this aldermanly 
diferetion), to attempt the lervice of their prince 
and country out of the common forms. 

This evil fortune which generally attends extra¬ 
ordinary n)en in the manag mcnr of great affairs, 
hath been imputed ro divers caufes, that need not 
be here fet down, when fo obvious an one occurs ; 
if what a certain writer obfeives be true, that 
tc when a great genius appears in the world, the 
“ dunces are all in confederacy againft him. ” 
And if this be his fate, when he employs his ta¬ 
lents wholly in his clofet, without interfering with 
any man’s ambition or avarice, what muff be ex¬ 
pect, when he ventures out to feck for preferment 
in a court, but univerfal oppofition, when he is 
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mounting the ladder, and every hand ready 
turn him off when he is at the top ? And in this 
point, fortune generally acts directly contrary to 
nature; for in nature we find, that bodies full of 
life and fpirit mount cafily, aud are hard to fall; 
whereas heavv bodies are hard to rife, and come 
down with greater velocity, in proportion to their 
weight: but we find fortune every day ailing juft 
the reverfe of this. 

This : talent of diferetion, as I have deferibed it 
in its fevcral adjuncts and circumftances, is no 
where fo fcrviceable as to the clergy ; to whofc 
preferment nothing is fo fatal as the charailer of 
wit, politenefs in reading or manners, or that kind 
of behaviour which we contracl by having too 
much converfed with perfons of high ftation and 
eminericy ; thefe qualifications being reckoned by 
the vulgar of all ranks to be marks of levity, which 
is the la ft crime the world will pardon in a clergy¬ 
man: To this I may add a free manner of lpeak- 
ing in mixed company, and too frequent an ap¬ 
pearance in places of much refort, which are e- 
qually noxious to fpiritual promotion. 

I have known indeed a few exceptions to fome 
parts of thefe obfervations. I have feen fome at 
the dulled men alive aiming at wit, aud others, 
with as little pretenfions, affecting politenefs in man¬ 
ners and difcoitrie; but never being able to per- 
fuade the world of their guilt, they grew into coit- 
fiderablc flat ions, upon the firm aflu ranee which all 
'people had of their diferetion, becaufe they were a 
fize too low to deceive the world to their own dis¬ 
advantage. But this, I confefs, is a trial, too dan¬ 
gerous often to engage in. 

There is a known ftory of a clergyman, who was 
recommended for a preferment by iome great man 
at court to an archbilhop. His Grace * laid, he 

* Pr. TVniiVn, late A chbiihop cf Canterbury; 
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liad heard that the clergymen ufed to play at whift 
and fwobbers ; that, as to playing now and then a 
fober game at whift for paftime, it might be par¬ 
doned ; but he could not digeft thofe wicked fwob¬ 
bers ; and it was with fome pains that my Lord So¬ 
mers could undeceive them. I alk, by what ta¬ 
lents we may fuppofe that great prelate afcended fo 
high, or what fort of qualifications he woijld expect 
in thofe whom he took into his patronage, or would 
probably recommend to court for the government 
of diftant churches ? 

Two clergymen, in my memory, ftood candidates 
for a fmall free fchool in Yorkfhirc, where a gentle¬ 
man of quality and intereftin the country, who hap¬ 
pened to have a better underftanding than his neigh¬ 
bours, procured the place for him who was the 
better fcholar, and more gentlemanly perfon of the 
two, very much to the regret of all the pariih. 
The other being difappointed, came up to London, 
where he became the greateft pattern of this lower 
dilcretion that I have known and pofiefled it with as 
heavy intellectuals ; which together with the coldnefs 
of his temper, and gravity of his deportment, car¬ 
ried him lately through many difficulties, and he 
lived and died in a great ftation ; while his compe¬ 
titor is too obfeure for fame to tell us what became 
of him. 

This fpecies of diferetion, \yhkh I fo much cele¬ 
brate, and do moft heartily recommend, hath one 
advantage not yet mentioned ; it will carry a man 
fafe through all the malice and variety of parties, 
fo far, that whatever faction happens to be upper- 
moft, his claim is ufually allowed for a fharc of 
what is going. And the thing feems to me highly 
reafonable. For in all great changes, the prevailing 
fide is ufually fo tempeftuous,that it wants the ballaft 
of thofe whom the world calls moderate men^ and I call 
?nen of diferetion ; whom people in power may, with 
little ceremony, load as heavy as they pleafe, drive 
VOL.VIII. 3 C thru 
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them through the hardeft and deepeft roads, with¬ 
out danger of foundering or breaking their backs, 
and will be fure to find them neither refty nor vi¬ 
cious. 

I will here give the reader a fhort hiftorv of two 
clergymen in England, the characters of each, and 
the progrefs of their fortunes in the world; by 
which the force of worldly dilcretion, and the bad 
confequences from the want of that virtue, will 
ftrongly appear. 

Corufodes, an Oxford ftudent, and a farmer’s fon, 
was never abfent from prayers or lefture, nor once 
out of his college after Tom had tolled, he fpenr 
every day ten hours in his clofet, in reading hi$ 
courfcs, dozing, clipping papers, or darning his 
ftockings ; which laft he performed to admiration. 
He could be foberly drunk, at the expence of o- 
thers, with college ale, and at thofe fealons was al¬ 
ways moft devout. He wore the fame gown five 
years, without draggling or tearing. He never 
once looked into a play-book or a poem. He read 
Virgil and Ramus in the fame cadence, but with a 
Very different tafte. He never underftood a jeft, 
or had the leaft conception of wit. 

For one faying he ftands in renown to this day. 
Being with fome other ffudents over a pot of ale, 
one of the company faid fo many pleafant things, 
that the reft were much diverted, only Corufodes 
was filent and unmoved. When they patted, he 
called this merry companion afide, and faid, “ Sir, 
“ I perceive by your often fpeaking. and your 
<c friends laughing, that you fpoke many jefts; 
€t and you could not but obferve my filence : But, 
“ Sir, this is my humour ; I never make a jeft 
“ myfelf, nor ever laugh at another man’s.” 

Corufodes, thus endued, got into holy orders ; 
having, by the moft extreme parfimony, faved 
thirty-four pounds out of a very beggarly fellow- 
fhip; went up to London, where his lifter was 
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Yrai ring-woman to a lady; and fo good a follcitor, 
that, by her means, he was admitted to read pray¬ 
ers in the family twice a-day, at ten lhillings a- 
month. % He had now acquired a low, oblequious, 
awkward bow, and a talent of grofs flattery, both 
in and out of leafon; he would lhake the butler by 
the hand; he taught the page his catechifm 5 and 
was fometimes admitted to dine at the fteward’s 
table. In ihort he got the good word of the whole 
family, and was recommended by my Lady for chap¬ 
lain to fome other noble houfes, by which his re¬ 
venue (befides vails) amounted to about thirty 
pounds a year. His lifter procured him a fcarf 
from my Lord, who had a fmall delign of gallantry 
upon her ; and, by his Lordfliip’s l'olicitation, he 
got a leCturelhip in town of fixty pounds a-year ; 
where he preached conftantly in perfon, in a grave 
manner, with an audible voice, a ftyle ecclehaftic, 
and the matter (fuch as it was) well fuited to the 
intellectuals of his hearers. Some time after a 
country living fell in my Lord's dilpofal; and his 
Lordlhip, who had now fome encouragement given 
him of luccefs in his amour, bellowed the living on 
Corufodes, who ft ill kept his le&urefliip and refi- 
dence in town ; where he was a conftant attendant 
at all meetings relating to charity, without ever 
contributing further than his frequent pious ex¬ 
hortations. If any woman of: better fafhion in the 
parilli happened to be abfent from church, they 
were lure of a vilit from him in a day or two, to r 
chide and dine with them. 

He had a feleft number of poor, conftantly at¬ 
tending at the ftreet-door of his lodgings, for 
whom he was a common folicitor to his former pa- 
tronefs, dropping in his own half-crown among the 
collections, and taking it out when he difpofed of 
the money. At a perfon of quality's houfe, he 
would never fit down, till he was thrice bid, and 
then upon the corner of the moft diftant chair. His 
3 C 2 whob 




383 AN ESSAY ON THE 

whole demeanor was formal and ftarched ; which 
adhered fo clofe, that he could never lhake it oft' 
in his liigheft promotion. 

His Lord, was now in high employment at 
court, and attended by him with the moft abjedt 
affiduity and his filter being gone oft* with child to 
a private lodging, my Lord continued his graces to 
Corufodes, got him to be a chaplain in ordinary, 
and in due time a pariih in town, and a dignity in 
the church. 

He paid his curates punctually, at the loweft fa¬ 
tary, and partly out of the communion-money; 
but gave them good advice in abundance. He 
married a citizen's widow, who taught him to put 
out fmall fums at ten per cent . and brought him 
acquainted with jobbers in Change-alley. By her 
dexterity he fold the clerkfhip of his pariih, when 
it became vacant. 

He kept a miferable lioufe: but the blame was 
laid wholly upon Madam; for the good Dodtor 
was always at his books, or vifttingthe lick, or do¬ 
ing other offices of charity and piety in his pariih. 

He treated all his inferiors of the clergy with a 
molt fancrilied pride ; was rigoroufly and univer- 
fally cenforious upon all his brethren of the gown, 
on their iirft. appearance in the world, or while 
they continued meanly preferred : but give large al¬ 
lowance to the laity of high rank or great riches, 
uling neither eyes nor cai s for their faults. He was 
never ftnfible of the leaft corruption in courts, par 
liaments, or miniftries, but made the moft favour¬ 
able conftructions of all public proceedings ; and 
power, in whatever hands, or whatever party, 
was always fecure of his moft charitable opinion. 
He had many wliolefome maxims, ready to excufe 
all mil carriages of ftate : Men are but men ; Erunt 
vitia donee homines ; and, §hiod fupra nos, nil ad 
ms ; with feverai others of equal weight. 
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It would lengthen my paper beyond meafure, to 
trace out the whole fyiiem of his conduct; his 
dreadful apprehenllons of Popery ; his great mode¬ 
ration towards diifenters of all denominations; 
with hearty wiihes, that, by yielding fomewhat on 
bodi tides, there might be a general union among 
Proteftants ; his lhort, inoffenfive fermons, in his 
turns at court, and the*matter exactly fuited to the 
prefent conjecture of prevailing opinions ; the arts he 
ufed to obtain a mitre, by writing againft Epiicopa- 
cy ; and the proofs lie gave of his loyalty, by pal¬ 
liating or defending the murder of a martyred 
prince. 

Endued with all thefe accomplifhments, we leave 
him in the full career of luccefs, mounting fait to¬ 
wards the top of the ladder ecclefiaftical, which he 
had a fair probability to reach ; without the merit 
of one tingle virtue; moderately ftockcd with the 
lead: valuable parts of erudition ; utterly devoid of 
all tafte, judgement, or genius; and in his gran¬ 
deur, naturally chuiing to hawl up others after him, 
whofe accomplishments molt refemble his own ; ex¬ 
cept his beloved Tons, nephews, or other kindred, be in 
competition ; or, laftly, except his inclinations be 
diverted by thole who have power to mortify or 
farther advance him. 

Eugenio fet out from the fame univerfitv, and a- 
bout the fame time with Corufodes. Pie had the repu¬ 
tation of an arch lad at fchool, and was unfortu¬ 
nately poffelPed with a talent for poetry ; on which 
account he received many chiding letters from his 
father, and grave advice from his tutor. He did 
not negledt his college-learning ; but his chief ftudy 
was the authors of antiquity, with a perfect know¬ 
ledge in the Greek and Roman tongues. He could 
never procure himlelf to be chofen fellow ; for it 
was objected againlt him, that he had written ver- 
fes, and particularly feme, wherein he glanced at a 
certain reverend Dodtor, famous for didlnefs ; that 
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lie had been feen bowing to ladies, as he met them 
in the ftreets ; and it was proved, that once be hacl 
been found dicing, in a private family, with half 
x dozen of both ikes. 

^ He was the younger fonto a gentlemanof a good 
birth, but lmall eitate; and his father dying, he 
was driven to London to feek his fortune. He got 
into orders, and became reader in a parilh-church 
at twenty pounds a-year, was carried by an Oxford 
friend to Will’s coffee-houle, frequented in thofe 
days by men of wit, where in fome time he had the 
bad luck to be diftinguillied. His fcanty falary com¬ 
pelled him to run deep in debt for a new gown and 
callock, and now and then forced him to write fome 
paper of wit or humour, or preach a fermon for 
ten ihillings, to fupply his ncceiiities. He was a 
thoufand times reconimanded by his poetical friends 
to great perfons, as a young man of excellent parts, 
who deferred encouragement, and received a thou- 
fand promifes ; but his modefty, and generous fpi- 
rit, which difdained the flavery of continual appli¬ 
cation and attendance, always difappointed him ; 
making room for vigilant dunces, who were lure 
to be never out of light. 

He had an excellent faculty in preaching, if he 
were not fometimes a little too refined, and apt to 
truft too much to his own way of thinking and rea- 
foning. 

When, upon the vacancy of preferment, he was 
hardly drawn to attend upon fome promiling lord, 
he received the ufual anfwer, that he came to late ; 
for it had been given to another the very day before. 
And he had only this comfort left, that every body 
laid, it was a thoufand pities fomething could not 
be done for poor Mr. Eugenio. 

The remainder of his ifory will be difpached in a 
few words. Wearied with weak hopes, and weak¬ 
er purfuits, he accepted a curacy in Derbyfliire, of 
thirty pounds a-ycar; and when he was five and forty, 
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lie had the great felicity to be preferred by a friend 
of his fathers to a vicarage worth annually iixty 
pounds, in the mod; defart parts of Lincolnlhire - 
where his ipirit quite funk with thole reflections thav 
folitude and difappointments bring, he married a 
farmer’s widow, and is hill alive, utterly undiftin- 
guifhed and forgotten; only fome of the neighbours 
have accidentally heard, “ that he had been a no- 
“ table man in his youth.” 


End of Vol. VIII. 
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